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TO 

M. PAUL BOURGET, 

Who alone, of all foreigners, has detected, in its füll significance, 

V that the motive poWer, the cohering force, the uldmate religion of 

> that Strange composite known as "The American," is Individual 

^ Will. Leaving Äe ultra-religious dement out of the question, the 

high, the low, the rieh, the poor, the man, the woman of this 

^ secdon of the Western world, each, consciously or unconsciously, 

*** believes in, relies on himself primarily. In the higher civilisation 

x> this amounts to intellectual anarchy, and its tendency is to make 

— Americans, or, more exactly, United Statesians, a New Race in a 

' sense far more portentons than in any which has yet been recognised. 

As M. Bourget prophesies, destruction, chaos, may eventuate. On 

the other hand , the final result may be a race of harder fibre and 

larger faculties than any in the history of civilisation. That this 

extraordinary self-dependence and independence of certain traditions 

that govem older nations make the quintessential part of the women 

as of the men of this race I have endeavoured to illustrate in the 

foUowing pages. 

G. A. 
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PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND 

HER TIMES. 



BOOK L 



I. 



"Oh, git up! Git up! Did you ever see such an 
old slug? Billy! Will you git up?" 

"What's the use of talking to him?" drawled a soft, 
inactive voice. "You know he never goes one bit faster. 
What's the difference anyhow?" 

"Difference is my mother wants these groceries for 
supper. We're all out of sugar 'n flour 'n beans, and 
the men's got to eat." 

"Well, as long as he won't go, just be comfortable 
and don't bother." 

"I wish I could be as easy-going as you are, Rosita, 
but I can't: I suppose it's because Tm not Spanish. 
Guess I've got some Yankee in me, if I am a Cali- 
fornian." The little girl leaned over the dash-board of 
the rickety buggy, thumping with her whip-stump the 
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back of the aged nag. Billy was blind, uncertain in 
the knees, and as languid as any caballero that once 
had sighed at doHa^s feet in these dim pine-woods. As 
far back as Patience could remember he had never 
broken his record, and his record was two miles an 
hour. In a few moments she set the whip in the socket 
with an irritable thump, wound the reins about it, and 
sat down on the floor beside her companion. For some 
reason best known to themselves, the girls preferred this 
method of disposition when Billy led the way, — perhaps 
because he had an errant fondness for the roughest 
Spots of the rough road, making the high seat as uneasy 
and precarious as thrones are still; perhaps because 
Patience rebelled at habit, and in all her divagations 
was blindly foUowed by her Spanish friend. 

Billy ambled up and down the steep roads of the 
fragrant pine-woods on the hills behind Monterey, and 
the girls gave him no further heed. Patience's long plait 
having been shaken loose in her wild lurches over the 
dash-board, she swung about, dangled her legs out of 
the buggy, and commanded Rosita to braid her hair. 
The legs she kicked recklessly against the wheel were 
not pretty. They were long and thin, clothed with 
woollen stockings damed and wrinkled, and angled off 
with copper-toed boots. She wore a frock of faded 
gingham, and chewed the strings of a sunbonnet 

"Don*t pull so, and do hurry," she exclaimed as the 
Spanish girPs deft slow fingers moved in and out of the 
scanty wisps. 
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"Pm not pulling, Patita, dear, and you know I can't 
huny. And Pm just thinking that your hair is the 
colour of ashes." 

"I know it," Said Patience, gloomily, "but maybe 
it'll be yellow when I grow up. Do you remember 
PoUy Collins? When she graduated she had hair the 
colour of a wharf rat, and when she came back from 
San Francisco the next year it was as yellow as the hills 
in summer." 

"I don't care for yellow hair," and Rosita moved 
her dark head with the slow rotary motion which was 
hers by divine right. 

"Oh, you're pretty," said Patience, sarcastically. 
"You want to be told so, I suppose — There! you 
puUed my hair on purpose, you know you did, Rosita 
Thrailkill." 

"I didn% Patita. Don't fire up so." And Rosita, 
who was the most amiable of children, tied the end of 
the braid with a piece of tape, rubbed her blooming 
cheek against the pale one, and was forgiven. 

Patience drew herseif into the buggy and braced her 
back against the seat. Her face had little more beauty 
than her legs. It was colourless and freckled. The 
mouth was firm, almost dogged, as if the contest with 
life had already begun. Her brows and lashes were 
several shades darker than her hair, but her eyes, wide 
apart and very bright, were a light, rather cold grey. 
The nose alone was a beautiful feature, straight and 
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fine; and the hands, although rough and sunburned, 
were tapering and slender, and very flexible. 

In her red frock, the highly-coloured little Spanish 
girl glowed like a cactus - blossom beside a neglected 
weed. Her plump face was füll of blood; her large 
dark eyes were indolent and soft. Patience*s eyes 
comprehended everything within their radius in one 
flashing glance; Rosita's, even at the tender age of 
fifteen, looked unswerving disapproval of all exertion, 
mental or physical. 

"I wonder if your mother is drunk?" she asked in 
her slow delicious voice. 

"Likely," said Patience, with frowning resignation. 
"But lefs talk of something more agreeable. Isn't this 
perfume heavenly?" 

The dark, solemn woods were ravishing with the 
perfumes of spring, the perfume of wild violet and lilac 
and Uly, and the faint sweet odour the damp earth 
gives up as the sun goes down. From above came 
the strong bracing scent of the pines. Now and 
iigain the wind brought a salt whiff from the ocean. 
No birds carolled, but the pines sang their eternal 
dirge. 

"What's your ideal?" demanded Patience. 

"Ideal? What ideal?" 

"Why, of man, of course." 

"Oh, man!" contemptuously. "I haven't thought 
much about men. I don't read novels like you do. I 
wish somebody would die and leave me a thousand 
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doUars so I could live in San Francisco and have a 
new dress every day and go to the theatre every night. 
Miss Galpin says we mustn't think about boys, and I 
don't — perhaps because the boys in Monterey are so 
horrid." 

"Boys? Who Said anything about boys?" The 
chysalis elevated her patrician nose. "I mean men." 

"Well, you're mean to turn up your nose at boys. 
They like you a good deal better than they do me, and 
a good many of the other girls." 

"That's funny, isn't it? and I not pretty. But I 
suppose it's because I talk. You just sit still and look 
pretty, and that's not very entertaining. I read in a 
novel that men like that; but boys have got to be enter- 
tained. Goodness gracious! Don't I know it? When I 
was at Manuela's party the other night in my old washed 
muslin frock and plaid sash, didn't I talk my throat 
sore to make them forget that I was the worst dressed 
girl in the room and had the most freckles? Of course 
the girls didn't forget — nor some other things — " with 
a bitter lowering of the lids — "but the boys did. Some- 
how I feel as if men would always be my friends, if I^m 
not pretty." 

"What do you know about men, anyhow? You^re 
only fifteen, and youVe never met any but old Mr. 
Foord, and the farm hands and störe- keepers, who," 
aristocratically, "don't count." 

"Haven't I read novels? Haven't I read Thackeray 
and Dickens and Scott and 'Jane Eyre' and * Wuther- 
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ing Heights^ and Shakespeare aiid Plutarch's Lives, and 
the life of Napoleon and Macaulay's *History of Eng- 
land' and Essays — those all ain't novels, but they write 
about men, real men, too. Pve made my ideal out of 
a lot of them put together, and I'll never marry tili I 
find him." 

"Well, Fd like to know where youll find him in 
Monterey," said the practical Rosita. "Miss Galpin 
says you're too romantic, and that it's a pity, because 
you're the brightest girl in the school." 

"Did Miss Galpin say that?" Patience took a brass 
pin out of her frock and extracted a splinter from her 
thumb with a fine air of indifference; but the pink 
flooded her cheek. "She's always reading Howells 
and James, and says they'd keep anybody from being 
romantic. But that's about all I've got, so I think Pll 
hold on to it." 

The sun dropped below the horizon as they jolted 
out of the woods and down the steep road toward 
Carmel Valley. They reached a ledge, and Patience, 
forgetful of hungry men and an irascible parent, called: 
"Whoa!" to which Billy responded with an alacrity re- 
served for such occasions only. 

"I never get tired of this," she said. "Do you?" 

"It's pretty," said Rosita, indifferently. "Why are 
you so fond of scenery — nature, as Miss Galpin calls it 
— I wonder?" 

"I don't know," said Patience, and at that age she 
did not She was responsive but dumb. She gazed 
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down and out and upward with a pleasore that never 
grew old. A great bleak mountain loomed on the other 
side of the Valley. It was as steep as if the ocean had 
gnawed it flat, but only the peaceful valley lay under; 
out in the ocean it tapered to an immense irregulär 
mass of rock over which the breakers leapt and fought. 
Carmel River sparkled peacefully beneath its moving 
willows. The blue bay murmured to the white sands 
with the peace of evening. Close to the little beach 
the old Mission hung its dilapidated head. Through its 
yawning arches dark objects flitted; mould was on the 
yellow walls; from yawning crevice the rank grass grew. 
Only the tower still defied Clements and vandals, 
although the wind whistled through its gaping Windows 
and the silver bells were no more. The huts about the 
church had collapsed like old muscles, but in their min 
still whispered the story of the past. 

"Isn't it splendid to think that we have a min!" 
exclaimed Patience. 

"It's a min sure enough; but there's uncle Jim. He 
must think we're dead." 

A prolonged "Halloa!" came from the valley, and 
Patience, with a sigh, bade Billy "Git up,*' which he did 
in the course of a moment. 

"Halloa, you youngsters, why don't you hurry?" 
cried a nasal voice. "Pve been waiting here an hour." 

"Coming," said Patience. "It*s too bad he had to 
wait." 

"Oh, he smoked and swore, so he's all right," said 
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Rosita, who had not taken the trouble to reply. None 
of the girls were allowed to visit Patience at her house; 
but Mrs. Thrailkill, who was fond of her daughter's 
chosen friend, and pitiful in her indolent way, often 
allowed Patience to drive Rosita as far as the branching 
of the roads, where the Kentucky uncle met his niece 
and took her to his farm. 

In the dusk below a waggon and two horses could be 
seen, and a big man under a wide straw hat, sitting on 
the Upper rail of a fence, his heels hooked to the rail 
below. Patience inferred that he was chewing tobacco 
and expectorating upon the poppies. 

"Well, I reckon!" he exclaimed as the buggy reached 
the foot of the hill. "You two do beat all. Do you 
s*pose I've got nothing better to do than moon round 
pikes waiting on kids like you? How's your ma, Rosita? 
Well, Patience, I won't keep you — much obliged for 
giving my lazy Spanish niece a lift. Come on now; 
supper's ready'n after." 

The two little girls kissed each other affectionately. 
Mr. Thrailkill lifted Rosita down, and Patience turned 
Billy in the direction of a fiery eye and a dim column 
of smoke under the mountain. The evening seemed 
very quiet after the rattle of Mr. ThrailkilPs team had 
become a part of the distance. Only the roar of the 
surf, the moaning of the pines, the harsh music of the 
frogs, the thousand vocal mysteries of night — not a 
sound of man. Patience, after her fashion, rehabilitated 
the Mission and peopled the valley with padres and 
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Indians; but when Billy came to a sudden halt, she 
sprang prosaically to the ground and let down the bars 
of her mother's ranch. After she had replaced them 
she took hold of Billy's bridle, and endeavoured, by 
jerks and expostulation, to induce him to move more 
rapidly. The road now lay through a ploughed field 
stretching gloomily on the east to the horizon, where 
the Stars seemed dropping into the dark. Cows roamed 
at will, or lay heavily in their first sleep. Here and 
there an oak thrust out its twisted arms, its tnmk bent 
backward by ocean winds. The house soon became 
plainly outlined, a long unpainted wooden story-and-a- 
half structure, the type of ranch house of the second 
era. Castilian roses clambered up the unpainted front. 
Clumps of gladiolus, pinks, and fuchsias struggled with 
weeds in the front garden. Beyond was a number of 
out-buildings. 

When Patience reached the porch she dropped 
Billy's bridle, lifted out the sugar, and stepping to the 
kitchen window, looked through it for a moment before 
opening the door. Her mother was very drunk. 



EL 

The room into which Patience frowned was a large 
rough kitchen of the old familiär type. The rafters 
were festooned with cobwebs, through which tin cans 
and aged pails were visible, and an occasional bündle 

Patience Sparkawk. /, 2 
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of rags. The board walls were unplastered and un- 
painted. Out of the uneven floor, knots had dropped 
to the cellar below. The door of a cupboard, built 
against the wall with primitive simplicity, stood open, 
revealing a motley collection of cans, bottles, and 
cracked dishes. Pots and pans were heaped on a shelf 
traversing two sides of the room. A table was loaded 
with odds and ends, in the midst of which place had 
been made for a lamp. 

Over a large stove a woman was frying bacon and 
eggs. She wore a brown calico garment, tom and 
smudged. Her fine black hair, sprinkled with ashes, 
hung raggedly above magnificent dark eyes, blinking in 
a crimson face. The thin nostrils and füll mouth were 
twitching. In her min she was still a beautiful woman, 
and she moved her tall bloated form with the pride of 
race, despite the alcohol in her veins. 

On a broken chair by the stove sat a young man in 
the Overalls and flannel shirt of a farm hand/ His hair 
was clipped to his skull with colourless result; his large 
red under lip curved down into a yellow beard. In a 
long, low room adjoining the kitchen ä half-dozen other 
men were seated on benches about a table covered with 
white oilcloth and chipped crockery. They also wore 
Overalls and flannel Shirts; and they were bearded and 
seamed and brown. The Californian sun soon burns 
the Juices out of the flesh that defies it. 

Patience flung open the kitchen door and threw the 
sugar on the table. 
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"Oscar," she said peremptorily to the man by the 
stove, "take Billy round to the bam and put him up, 
and bring in the flour and the beans. They're under 
the seat" The man went out, muttering angrily, and 
she tumed to her mother, who had begun a tirade of 
abuse. "Keep quiet," she said. "So you're drunk 
again? I thought you promised me that you wouldn't 
drink again for a week. Where did you get it?" 

"Couldn't help it," muttered the woman, cowed by 
the bitter contempt in her small daughter's eyes, and 
thrusting a long fork into the sputtering fat. 

"Where did you get it?" 

"Couldn't help it." 

Patience opened the package of sugar with a jerk, 
and filling two bowls with the coarse brown stuff carried 
them into the next room and set them at opposite ends 
of the table. The men ceased talking as she entered, 
and saluted her respectfuUy. They feit vaguely sorry 
for her; but they were afraid of her, and she was not a 
favourite with them. Her mother, "Madge," as they 
called her to a man, they worshipped, despite or because 
of her peccability. They went down before her death- 
less magnetism, her coarse good-nature, her spurious 
kind-heartedness. It was only when very drunk that she 
became violent and vituperative, and even then she 
fascinated them. Patience told herseif proudly that she 
had no attraction for "common men" — that she repelled 
them. Not being a seer, she was saved the foreknow- 
ledge of a fatal gift in Operation. 

5* 
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She took the large coffee-pot from the back of the 
stove and filled the men's cups with its thick fluid. 
Her mother's rolling eyes followed her with a malignant 
sparkle. She was afraid of her daughter, and resent- 
ment had eaten deep into her perverted nature. Patience 
filled a plate with bread and apple sauce, and went 
into the parlour to eat her supper in.solitude. She took 
all her meals in this room, which with little difficulty 
she appropriated to her exclusive use: it was very small. 
She kept it in fairly good order; she was not the tidiest 
of children. But the old Brüssels carpet was clean, 
barring the comers, and the horsehair fumiture had 
been mended here and there with shoe-thread. As it 
still prickled, however, Patience had made a cushion for 
the clumsy rocker out of an elderly gown which she had 
found in a trunk in the garret with other relics of finery. 
She occupied the rocker impartially whether eating or 
reading. The marble-topped table also served for 
dining and study. 

In a forlorn old bookcase were her only treasures, 
the few books, mostly classics, which John Sparhawk 
had reserved when a succession of failures had forced 
him to seil his library to Mr. Foord. In one corner 
was a large family Bible on a small table. It was old 
and worn. Its gilt edges shone dimly through a cob- 
web of infinite pains. 

On the papered walls were two large coloured photo 
graphs of Mr. and Mrs. Sparhawk, taken apparently 
when each was close on thirty years. The woman's 
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face bore traces of dissipation even then, and the red 
mouth was very sensual. But the cheeks were still 
delicate and there were no bags under the large flam- 
ing eyes. The bare neck and arms and half-revealed 
bust were süperb; the poise of the head, the curve of 
the Short Upper lip, the fine arched nostril, were the 
delicate insignia of race; the pride stamped on every 
feature was that of birth, not of defiance. The man 
had a slender, upright figure and a finely modelled head 
and face. The deeply-set eyes were cold and pierdng, 
but between the stem curves of the mouth there was 
much passion. Patience had studied these faces, but 
she was as innocent as if she had been bred in a cloister, 
and their mystery baffled while it allured her. 

She ate her supper with a hearty appetite. Her 
mother's lapses, being accepted as part öf the routine 
of existence, rarely depressed her spirits. Nevertheless 
she frowned heavily as turbulent sounds pierced the 
thin partition, not so much at her mother's iniquity, as 
at the prospect of being obliged to wash the supper- 
dishes. The expected crash came, and she ran into the 
kitchen. Her mother lay prone. Two of the men 
lifted her immediately and carried her up the narrow 
stair. Patience sullenly attacked the dishes. She 
dumped them into a large pan of hot water, stirred 
them gingerly with a cloth fastened to a stick, drained 
the water off, poured in a fresh pailful, and dried them 
hastily. She filled the frying-pan with water and set it 
on the hottest part of the stove to cook itself clean. 
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Occasionally she coughed with angry significance: the 
men in the next room were invisible behind a grey fog 
of their own puffing. She spattered her clean pinafore, 
blackened her hands, and devoutly wished herseif alone 
on a desert Island where she could live on cocoa-nuts 
and bananas. At such times she forgot the few com- 
pensations of her unfortunate life and feit herseif only 
the poverty-stricken drudge, the daughter of Madge 
Sparhawk. 



Who Madge Sparhawk was before she married the 
Yankee rancher had at one time been an absorbing 
topic for dispute in Monterey. One gossip averred 
that she had been the dashing leader of the lower ten 
thousand of San Francisco, another that she had come 
from the Eastern States as the mistress of a wealthy 
man who had wearied and cast her off; a third con- 
fidently affirmed that she had been a brilliant New 
York woman of fashion who had gone wrong through 
love of drink, and been sent under an assumed name 
to California by her afflicted family,- a fourth swore that 
she had been an actress, a fifth that she had been the 
high-tempered queen of a gambling - house. On one 
point all agreed: she was disreputable, and John Sparhawk 
was a fool to marry her. However, they were some- 
what disappointed that they saw so little of her. They 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 2^ 

were not called upon to snub nor tolerate her. She 
rarely came into the town; never excepting on horseback 
with her husband, when her splendid beauty drew mas- 
culine Monterey from its perch on the fence-tops, — 
where it sat and smoked and murmured the hours away, 
— and gathered it about her, stirring the diluted rill of 
cahallero blood. 

As far as the little world of Monterey could learn 
through the gossip of servants, she was a helpful wife 
to a devoted husband who patiently strove with the 
fiend that possessed her. When he was killed by the 
accidental discharge of a gun her grief was so violent 
that only a prolonged carouse could assuage it. Sub- 
sequently she recovered, and with occasional advice from 
Mr. Foord attempted to run the farm. As John Sparhawk 
had made no will, she was her child's legal guardian, 
the absolute mistress for eight years of what property 
her husband had left. There was a little ready money, 
the dairy was remunerative, and the ranch well stocked. 
But that was five years ago. Her habits had grown 
upon her; the ranch was mortgaged and run down, the 
stock decreased by half. 

Patience had rebelled heavily at her father's death, 
and wondered, with childish logic, why, if one parent 
had to die, it could not have been her mother. Her 
father's manner had been cold, repellent, like her owh; 
but that his nature was deep and passionate even her 
young mind had never doubted. She feit it in the close 
clasp of his arms as he held her before him on his horse 
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when galloping about the ranch; in his sudden infrequent 
caress; in the stxong pressure of his hand as they 
wandered through the woods or along the shore at night, 
not a word spoken between them. 

It was not until after his death that she made ac- 
quaintance with her social separateness. He had begun 
her education himself. Her only girl companion was 
Rosita Thrailkill, the niece of a neighbour, whom 
her father would not permit her to visit in Monterey. 
John Sparhawk's only friends were the Thrailkill brothers 
and Mr. Foord, an elderly gentleman, who had lived in 
Monterey under the old regime, lost his fortune in the 
great Bonanza time, and returned to the somnolent 
town to end his days with his library, the memory of 
his dead Spanish wife, and a few old friends, world- 
forgotten like himself. He lived in the dilapidated 
Custom House on the rocks at the edge of the town, 
and Patience had mied his establishment since her 
baby days. It was the only house in Monterey she was 
permitted to enter, and she entered it as often as she 
could. A hundred times she had sat with the old 
gentleman on the upper corridor and listened to the 
Story of the capture of Monterey by the United States 
fleet in 1846; stared breathlessly at the crumbling fort 
— the castillo — on the hill above Junipero Serra's 
cross, as Mr. Foord verbally restored its former impreg- 
nability. 

He told her tales of the days of light and life and 
joy when Monterey was the capital of the Californians, 
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and the . Americans were not yet come, — stories of love 
and revenge and the great free play of the primitive 
passions, unpared by modern civilisation. For her those 
old adobe houses in the town were ahve once more with 
dark-eyed donas and magnificently attired caballeros, 
Behind the high walls of the old gardens fans fluttered 
among the Castilian roses and duenas stealthily prowled. 
The twisted streets were gay again with the court life of 
the olden time, the grand parades of the govemors, the 
triumphant returns from the race on the restless silver- 
trapped steeds. 

Every house had its history, and Patience knew them 
all. She wandered with Mr. Foord along the dusty 
streets, lingered before the garden walls, over which she 
could see and smell the nasturtiums and the sweet 
Castilian roses. But gone were the caballeros and the 
donas, They lay in the little cemetery of the padres 
on the hin, over beyond the yellow church which 
marked a comer of the old prestdio, and well on the 
road to a great hotel whose typical life was vastly dif- 
ferent from that old romantic time. They lay under 
their stones, forgotten. The thistles and wild oats rioted 
under the gnarled old oaks. The new-comer never 
paused to glance at the worn carvings on the thick rough 
slabs. 

Behind the garden walls a few brown old women 
lived alone, too practical to brood upon an enchanted 
past. Cows nibbled in the plaza where once the bull 
and the bear had fought while the gay jewelled people 
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screamed with delight. Gone was the tinkle of the 
guitar, the flutter of fan, the graceful woman hasten- 
ing down the street half hidden in her mantilla, the 
lovely face behind the grating. The screaming of the 
sea-gulls, the moaning of the pines, the roar of the surf, 
alone remained the same, careless of change or decay. 
Wooden houses crowded between the old adobes. Most 
of the Spanish families were half American: their women 
had preferred the enterprising intruder to the indolent 
Caballero. Arcadia was no more. The old had kissed 
the hand of the new, and spawned a hybrid. 

After John Sparhawk*s death, Mr. Foord persuaded 
his widow to send Patience to the public school. The 
little girl was delighted. She had looked with envious 
longing at the stone building, painted a beautiful pink, 
which stood well up on the hill at the right of the town 
and was still known by the imposing name of Colton 
Hall; it had been built by the first American alcalde, 
and was a court-house for a brief while. 

But it was not long before Patience learned the 
bitter lesson that she was not as other girls, despite the 
fact that at that time she was well dressed and that she 
drifted naturallyto the head of her classes. School 
girls are coarse and cruel. Children are the periodical 
relapse of civilisation into savagery. These girls of 
Monterey excluded Patience from their games and recess 
conversations, and intimated broadly that her mother 
was not respectatle. 

At tirst Patience gave them little heed. She loved 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 27 

Study, and was of a wild, happy nature beneath her prim 
exterior. Moreover, Rosita was her loyal friend; and 
one of the older girls, Manuela Peralta, who had a kind 
and independent heart, sheltered her as much as she 
could. But Patience was too bright and observing to 
remain long in ignorance of her hostile environment. 
When the awakening came her young soul was filled 
with rage and bitterness. The füll meaning of their 
innuendoes she was too ignorant to understand, but 
that she was regarded as a pariah was sufficiently 
evident. 

Little as she loved her mother, a natural impulse 
sent her to her only remaining parent with the story of 
her wrongs. Mrs. Sparhawk became violently indignant 
and shortly after very drunk. The subject was never 
mentioned between them again; nor did Patience speak 
of it with anyone but Rosita, whom she regarded as a 
second, beloved, and somewhat inferior seif. But her 
soul cried out for the strength that only a man's strong 
soul can give to woman at any age; and the man that 
had prayed to live and defend her lay with the forgotten 
Califomians on the hilL 

Mr. Foord divined her trouble, and did what he 
could to make her life endurable, although her shy 
reserve forbade any intimacy beyond the old friendship. 
Miss Galpin, her teacher, made no secret of the fact that 
Patience was her favourite scholar, and encouraged her 
to study and read and forget. 

Patience indulged in no further outbreak, even to 



28 PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 

herseif. She cultivated a cold and impassive exterior, 
an air of rigid indifFerence, and studied until her small 
head ached. She was not old enough tx) analyse; it 
was instinct only that made her assume callousness; 
but in her young, vague way she grappled with the 
social problem. She did not approve of Mrs. Spar- 
hawk any more than others did; but Mrs. Sparhawk's 
daughter behaved herseif, and stood at the head of 
her classes, and had been assured again and again that 
she "looked like a little lady:" therefore she was at 
a loss to comprehend why Patience Sparhawk was not 
as good as other girls. There was Panchita McPherson, 
who lied profusely and whose mother sat in the sun 
all day and baked herseif Uke an old crocodile, while 
her husband sat on the fence by the Post Office and 
smoked a pipe from the first of January until the 
thirty-first of December. Yet Panchita was of the 
haute noblesse, and treated Patience as she would a 
rag-picker. Francesca Montez never knew a lesson and 
was so vulgär that she brought the blush to Patience's 
cheek; but she lived in an adobe mansion which once 
had been the scene of princely splendour, and gave 
two parties a year. The American girls had not even 
the prestige of the past; they could not reckon up a 
great-grandfather between them, much less peeling por- 
traits of caballeros and trunks of splendid finery; but 
they were bright and aggressive, and made themselves 
a power in the school. 

As Patience grew older she compelled the respect of 
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her mates, and they ceased to annoy her. The con- 
sciousness of social supremacy never faded, not for an 
instant; but even tying a tin can to a dog's tail becomes 
monotonous in time, and they had numberless little 
interests to absorb them. If Patience had been a rol- 
Hcking emotional child she would doubtless have kissed 
herseif into popularity and been treated to much good- 
natured patronage; but she scomed placation, and grew 
more reserved as the years went by. She accepted her 
fate, and discovered that there were times and hours 
when her mother, schoolmates, and social problems 
could be forgotten. Her spirits were naturally buoyant, 
and her mind grew philosophical; but as Mr. Foord 
once observed to Miss Galpin, "her Start in life had 
been all wrong, and it would matter more with her than 
with some others." 



rv. 

After Patience had put the kitchen in Order she 
went up to her room. She slept at one end of the house, 
her mother at the opposite. Several of the hired men 
occupied a dormitory between; the rest slept over the 
dairy. 

She lit her candle and began to undress, then ex- 
tinguished the flame suddenly and went downstairs 
and out of the house. She feit suUen and heavy and 
depressed, and knew the remedy. 
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The moon was at the füll; the great ploughed fields 
were a sea of silver; the dark pines on the hüls opened 
their aisles to cataracts of crystal, splashing through the 
green uplifted arms. Strange shadows moved amidst 
the showers of cold light, twisting rh)rthmically under the 
touch of the night wind. 

Patience loved nature too passionately to fear her in 
any mood or hour. She sped over the rough field, 
climbed the fence, and walked hastily toward the Mis- 
sion, pausing now and again to inhale the rieh perfumes 
of spring. The ruin looked like the skeleton of a 
mammoth caught in a phantom iceberg. Even the dark 
things that haunted it were touched to beauty by the 
silver light pouring through the storm-beaten rose window 
over the massive doors, into the abysms between the 
arches. 

Patience skirted the long body of the church with 
haste; mouldering skeletons lay under the floor, and 
like all imaginative minds she had a lively horror of the 
dead. She entered the open doorway and ascended 
the steep spiral stair in the tower. The Steps were cut 
from solid stone and were wom by the trampling of 
many feet. As she neared the top she called, — 

"Tu wit! Tu woo!" and was promptly answered. 

As her chin appeared above the floor of the little 
room, where the moonlight came through hoUow case- 
ments, an old grey owl, a large wise solemn owl, ad- 
vanced from the wall with slow and stately Step; and 
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despite his massive dignity there was expectancy in his 
mien. 

"Poor Solomon," said Patience, contritely. "I for- 
got your supper." She climbed into the room and 
attempted ^to pat his head; but when he saw that the 
hand was empty, he flapped his wings, and tuming 
his back upon her, retired to the wall, blinking indig- 
nantly. 

Patience laughed, then sighed, and sank on her 
knees before the low window overlooking the ocean. 
The blue bay still whispered to the white sands spark- 
ling like diamond dust in the moonlight, the yellow 
Stars winking in its clear depths. But the ocean was 
uneasy, and hurtled reiterantly in great deep-throated 
waves at the rocky shore as if its giant soul were in final 
rebellion against this conventional war with a passive 
foe. About Point Lobos its voice waxed trumpet-toned. 
It shouldered itself into mighty waves and tossed the 
spray into writhing shapes. Everything eise was at rest. 
The great forces of nature were the angry prisoners of 
the tides. The moon grinned in his superior way. The 
little Stars seemed to say: "Up here we are quite com- 
posed, and as vain as pretty women. If you would only 
keep quiet you would make such a fine large looking- 
glass." 

As Patience gazed out upon the beautiful scene, her 
young mind shifted its impressions. She forgot her life, 
and began to dream in a vague sweet way. Not of a 
lover. Despite the fact that she had manufactured a 
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composite which occupied a pedestal in her Imagination, 
she thought little about love. Her reveries wa-e a 
wandering of her ego through the books she had read, 
environed by the nature whom she knew only in lovely 
profile. Had she Hved her fifteen years on the sterile 
plains of Soledad, she might perhaps have been as harsh 
and bitter as its sands, her soul as grey, so susceptible 
was she to the subtle influenae of great extemals. But 
Monterey had saved her, and on nights like this she feit 
as if she too were flooded with crystal light, now and 
again clouded by something which perturbed, yet vibrated 
like the music of the pines. 

When in a particularly romantic mood, she imagined 
herseif Mariana in the "Moated Orange," or hummed 
"The Long, Long, Weary Day," and tried to feel sad, 
but could not She never feit sad in her tower, with 
the owl on guard and the slighted dead in the church 
below. Sometimes she took herseif to task for not hav- 
ing a proper amount of sentiment, but concluded that 
no one could be unhappy when so high above the world 
and all its hateful details. Occasionally she looked 
longingly at the perpendicular mountain: it was many 
times higher than her tower; but she was a lazy little 
thing, and would not climb. 

As she knelt, gazing out on the ocean, or up at the 
spangled night, she was a very different-looking being 
from the sharp practical child that had exhorted old 
Billy and berated her mother. The loosened hair clung 
softly about her pale face whose freckles the kind moon 
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with his white brush painted out. Her mouth had re- 
laxed its stern lines. Her eyes were füll of the moon's 
shimmer, and of something eise, — the struggling light of 
a developing soul. 

Patience's soul had taken care of itself and showed 
virility in spite of the forces at war against it. What 
the little battling spark strove for, puzzled Patience even 
at that unanalytical age, Religion — Christianity, to be 
more exact — said nothing to her; it appealed to no 
want in her; even the instinct was lacking. John Sparhawk 
had clung to the rigid faith of his fathers with a des- 
peration which Patience, child as she was, had half 
divined. He had had prayers night and morning, and 
compelled his daughter to learn her catechism and many 
diapters of the Bible. After his death Mr. Foord took 
her to church on Sunday mornings and occasionally 
read her a little lecture. She listened respectfiiUy, but 
feit no interest. 

Nevertheless, when alone in her tower at night, when 
she had set her foot on its lowest step with deliberate 
intent to get as high above the earth as she could, she 
was conscious of an upreaching of the spiritual entity 
within her, a wordless demand for the something higher 
and hoher of which the supreme beauty of the universe 
is symbolical. 



Patience Sparhawk. /, 
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V. 

The next moming, Patience, after helping her con- 
valescent parent tx) get breakfast, stood on the porch 
debating whether she should go over to Mr. ThrailkilPs 
ranch and see Rosita or spend the <iay in Mr. Foord's 
library. 

The scholars of Colton Hall had a week's vacation, 
and how to make the most of seven long days of 
freedom in exquisite spring weather was a serious ques- 
tion. 

As she hesitated she bethought herseif of Solomon. 
She ran to the safe, and gingerly extracting a piece of 
raw meat wrapped it in a newspaper, and went over to 
the Mission. The owl had not moved, apparently, from 
the spot where he had taken his indignant stand the 
night before. When he scented the meat, however, he 
walked majestically forward, and taking no notice what- 
ever of Patience, began at once upon the meal she 
spread at his feet. 

Patience had decided in favour of the library, and 
Started leisurely for Monterey. The ocean rested 
heavily after its labour of the night, swinging forward at 
long intervals with deep murmur, or throwing an occa- 
sional iridescent cloud of spray about Point Lobos. 
The keen air sparkled under a flood of golden light. 
The earth was green with the deep, rieh green of spring. 
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Great bunches of it sprang from even the ragged moun- 
tain side, and long blades stniggled to life between 
the broken tiles of the old Mission. Patience crossed 
the Valley through beds of golden poppies and pale 
blue baby-eyes struggling with infantile pertinacity to 
raise themselves above the waving grass. She plucked 
a poppy and held her nose in the great cup that 
covered half her face. She liked the slight languor its 
heavy perfume induced. 

She climbed the hill, and the woods shut out the 
World. Patience forgot her destination and wandered 
happily and aimlessly in the dim fragrance. She plucked 
some pine-needles, and rubbing their juices free pressed 
her hands about her face. On the whole she preferred 
their pungent freshness to the poppy. 

After a time she began to skip over the carpet of 
yellow viölets and to sing in a high childish treble. She 
was only a happy little girl with her lungs füll of oxygen, 
her veins warmed by the sun^ her heart exhilarated with 
the surpassing beauty of the moming. She threw 
pebbles at the squirrels and laughed loudly when they 
scampered up the stately trees. Spiritual problems did 
not trouble her, and social trials were forgotten. 

She dawdled away the earlier hours of the morning 
in the woods, then descending the hill on the town 
side, regained her severe and elderly demeanour. The 
ocean was not visible here, but a bay bluer than sap- 
phire curved into sands whiter than marble dust. The 
sun sbone down on the red-tiled white adobes, on the 

3* 
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high garden walls pink with Castilian roses, as gaily as 
ui the old Arcadian time. But alas! it shone also on 
cheap wooden cottages and shops whidi had invaded 
even the hill on the right, where once a few stately 
mansions stood alone. 

The town was very quiet. It was always qniet 
Some holy unheard voice seemed ever saying "Hush!" 
As Patience walked down Alvarado Street to the Custom 
House, she saw a slender brown woman watering the 
roses behind her garden wall. She had been the belle 
of Monterey in her time, "La Tuhta," and tradition had 
it that she still watered a rose-bush which General 
Sherman had planted. 

On the next block several dark lads sat on a fence 
in the approved Montereiio style, smoking cigaritos, As 
Patience passed they lifted their caps as gallantly as 
ever cahalhro had done, although they did not fling 
them at her feet. 

She saw no one eise until she reached the Custom 
House. Mr. Foord stood on the corridor that overhung 
the rocks. He was a large round-shouldered man, with 
a benign face the colour of ageing marble and a brow of 
the old time intellectual type. The eyes behind his 
spectacles were dim and kind. The lower part of his 
face was humorous and stern. He wore a silk hat, a 
well-brushed suit of broadcloth, and carried a gold- 
headed cane. 

"You're going to town!" cried Patience. 

"I am," he said smiling, "and I suppose you are 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 37 

going to read your eyes out in the library. Well, Fll 
not be back until to-morrow, so you'U have things all 
your own way. Teil Lola to cook you some dinner. I 
must be oflf." 

"Bring me a box of candy," she commanded, as 
she stood on tiptoe to give him the little peck she 
called a kiss. It was her mark of supreme considera- 
tion. 

He promised, and she went into the library, a large 
room opening on the corridor, where many a great ball 
had been given in the days before and after the Amen- 
cans came. A half-dozen old-fashioned bookcases, 
crowded with books, stood against the walls of the 
low room. The books were bound in spotted calf or 
faded cloth, black cloth with peeling gilt letters. One 
large case contained John Sparhawk's library, and 
Patience knew that it was practically hers. The floor 
was covered with a thick red carpet A large easy- 
chair was drawn before the deep fireplace, in which 
a huge log crackled: it was still winter within adobe 
walls. 

"Altogether," thought the philosopher of fifteen, as 
she flung her sunbonnet on the floor, "I guess that so 
long as Fve got my tower and the woods and this room, 
I'm not so badly oflf as some." 

She roamed about the room, opening the doors of 
the bookcases in tum. One case had been filled with 
books selected for her especial use, but Mr. Foord had 
not forbidden her the freedom of the others, being 
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wiser than many guardians. Nevertheless, certain books 
were placed on top shelves, their titles concealed 
beneath the moulding of the case, and Patience had 
looked speculatively at them more than once. Today 
they exerted a peculiar fascination. And it was rarely 
that she was alone in the library. 

She possessed an investigating and tentative mind, 
and this forbidden territory appealed eloquently to her 
unruly will. But to get them out was not an easy task. 
They were tightly packed, and the moulding was like 
unto a prison bar. But Patience was a person of re- 
source. She gave one of the books a smart thump, 
and it slanted inward. She inserted her thumb under 
its lifted edge and worried it out. It was a small 
volume bound in black, its lettering wom away. She 
opened it and glanced curiously at the titlepage. "Boc- 
caccio's Decameron" winked invitingly. The pages were 
spotted with yellow. The drawings looked as if the 
stories might be reasonably interesting. 

Patience curled herseif in the deep window-seat, 
quite sure that she had found a treasure. The book 
had a furtive and apologetic air. "I have grown old, 
at least," it seemed to say. "I am but an elderly rake, 
and can only mumble of the past" 

She read a few stories, then put the book back in 
its place with a resentful shove. Being wholly without 
the knowledge for which Eve pined, the stories were 
stupid and meaningless to her. She took down a thick 
volume bound in ragged calf. On the back was one 
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large word, "Byron." The leaves of this book were 
Spotted too, but on the leaves were poems, and she 
loved poetry. Even when it was uninteresting she en- 
joyed the rhythm. She retumed to the window-seat 
and, childlike, looked at the pictures first The portrait 
of Bjrron she feil in love with immediately, and knocking 
her composite oflf its pedestal, lifted that proud pas- 
sionate face to the Station of honour. 

There was an immense-eyed picture of the Bride of 
Abydos which she thought looked like Rosita, and one 
of the Corsair dashing in upon his segregated love: — 



'*My own Medora, sure thy song is sad! 



>» 



Francesca and Paola gazed at each other across a 
table: — 

** That day no fiirther leaf we did uncover." 

A Castle which looked older than the book loomed 
massively from the page: — 

•*Lake Leman lies by Chillon's walls." 

Never having heard of B)nron, she was unable to 
enlarge her knowledge at once with his most celebrated 
creations; but she liked the looks of Conrad and 
Medora, and plunged into their fortunes. She read 
every line of the poem, and when she had finished she 
read it over again. Then she stared at the breakers 
booming to the rocks on the opposite hom of the crescent, 
her eyes expanded and filled with a wholly new light. 
She might be unlettered in woman's wisdom, but the 
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transcendent passion, the pounding vitality of the poet, 
carried straight to Intuition. The insidious elixir drifled 
into the crystal stream. That incomparable objectivily 
sang the song of songs as distinctly into her brain as 
had it gathered the sounds of life for twenty years. 
Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes were bright. She 
feit as if she were a musical instrument upon which 
some divine unknown music were vibrating; and as 
she was wont to feel in the tower — but with a sub- 
stratum of something quite düTerent. She was filled 
with a soft tumult which she did not in the least com- 
prehend, and happy. She looked almost beautiful. 

After a time she read "The Bride of Abydos," and 
dreamed over that until she discovered that she was 
hungry. She had forgotten to order dinner, and went 
to the kitchen to beg a crust. 

Lola, large, unwhaleboned, vibrating porcinely with 
every motion, her brown-coarsely, moulded face beam- 
ing with good-nature, her little black eyes füll of 
temper and kindness, her black hair in a neat small 
knot, an unspotted brown and yellow calico garment 
secluding her person, stood at a sink in a kitchen as 
brilliantly clean as a varnished boot Even the comers 
shone like glass, Patience often observed with a sigh. 
The two tables were scrubbed daily. The stove was 
black, the Windows white. Not a pan nor a dish save 
those in the sink was in sight. 

Patience made a sudden dash, a leap, and alighted 
on Lola's back, encircling the yielding waist with her 
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supple legs. The woman emitted a hoarse shriek, then 
laughed and pinched the legs. Patience plimged her 
cold hands into the creases of Lola's neck, gathering a 
quantity into the palms. She was unrebuked. There 
were a few persons that loved Patience, and Lola was 
of them. 

^^ Pohrecital^^ she exclaimed. "Yöu are cold, no?" 

^^ Mucho frizo,^^ murmured Patience, sliding the back 
of her hands down the monntainous surface of Lola's. 
"And hungry, madre de dios,^^ 

"Hungry? You no have the dinner? When you 
Coming?" 

"Hours ago, Lola. How cruel of you not to call 
me to dinner! How mean and piggish to eat it all 
yourself!" 

"Ay, no call me the names. How I can know you 
are here si you no teil? Why you no Coming here 
straight before going to the librario?^^ 

"I forgot, Lola mia; and then I became — interested. 
But do give me something to eat." 

"*$*/." And with Patience still on her back Lola 
waddled to the cupboard and lifted down the remains 
of a com-cake roUed about olives and cheese and 
peppers. 

"An enchiladar said Patience. "Good." 

Lola warmed the Compound, and spread a napkin 
on a corner of one of the tables; then, suddenly un- 
loosening Patience's arms and legs, tumbled her head- 
long into a chair, laughing sluggishly as she ambled oft 
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Patience ate the steaming enchilada as heartily as had 
Byron never been. In a moment she begged for a cup 
of chocolate. 

"Ä," Said Lola, "I have some scrape already;" and 
she brewed chocolate in a little earthen pot, then beat 
it to froth with her molinillo, Patience kicked her 
heels together with delight, and sipped it daintily while 
Lola stood by with fat hands on fat hips in reflex 
enjoyment. 

"Like it, nina?'' 

"You bet." Then after a moment she asked 
dreamily; "Lola, were you ever in love?" 

^^Que! Sure. Was I not marry? Poor my Pedro! 
How he lika the enchilada and the chocolaty; and the 
lard cakes and the little pig cooking with onions. And 
now the worms eating him. Ay, yi!" and Lola sat her- 
seif upon a chair and wept 



VI- 
As Patience walked home through the woods subse- 
quently to a long aftemoon with B)n:on, she was hazily 
sensible that she had stepped from one phase of girl- 
hood into another. She had an odd consdousness of 
gazing through a veil of ganze upon an exquisite but 
unfamiliar landscape over which was a dazzle of sun- 
Hght. She by no means understood the mystery of her 
nature as yet; she was technically too ignorant; but 
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instinct was awake, and she feit somewhat as when she 
had drained the poppy cup for long. She was in tliat 
transition State when for the first and last time passion 
is poetry. 

She arrived home in time to get supper. Mrs. 
Sparhawk was unexpectedly sober, and very cross. 

"My land, Patience Sparhawk!" she exdaimed, as 
her daughter opened the door and untied her sunbonnet, 
"seems to me you might help cook dinner in vacation 
instead of being ofF all day reading books or playing 
with that Spanish girl." 

"Seems to me," said Patience, restored to her prac- 
tical seif, "that as you're twice as big as am and twice 
as strong, you're pretty well able to get it yourself. 
And as it's your fault there ain't any servant in this 
house, I don't see why I should make one of myself for 
you. Seems to me you're fixed up." 

Mrs. Sparhawk blushed, and smoothed her hair con- 
sciously. The hair had been washed, and was decor- 
ated with a red bow. She wore a garment of turkey 
red calico with a bit of cheap lace at the throat and 
wrists. Her face was plastered with a whitewash much 
in vogue. She looked handsome, but evil, and Patience 
stared at her with an imeasiness she was not able to 
analyse. She tumed away after a moment. 

"I'd put on an apron," she remarked drily. "You 
might get spots on that gorgeous window-curtain dress 
of yours." 

At that moment the man Oscar entered the room. 
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He uttered a note of admiration which made Patience 
tum about sharply. He was gazing upon Mrs. Spar- 
hawk's enhanced charms with an expression which 
Patience did not understand, but which fiUed her with 
sudden fury. 

"Here!" she exclaimed roughly, "go into the dining- 
room until supper's ready. This kitchen ain't big enough 
for three." 

The man moved his eyes and regarded her an- 
grily. 

"Who's boss here?" he demanded. 

"It's not your place to ask questions. You're hired 
to work outside, and when you come into this house 
there's only one place for you. Now go into the other 
room." Her eyes were flashing, and she had drawn up 
her Shoulders. The man backed away from her much 
as dogs do when cats give warning. 

"That girl gives me a chill. I hate her," he muttered 
to his mistress. 

Mrs. Sparhawk gave a loud laugh which covered her 
embarrassment, and slapped him heartily on the Shoul- 
der. "Go in, go in," she said. "What's the use of 
family quarreis?" 

The man slunk away, and Patience went about her 
work with viaous energy. She fried liver and baked 
biscuits while her mother stirred the steaming cherries 
and brewed tea. When supper was ready she fiUed 
Oscar's plate first and served him last, not hating her- 
seif in the least for her spite and spieen. After Mrs, 
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Sparhawk had taken her place at the head of the table 
even her exuberant beauty could not dispel the frown 
on the hired man's brow, until, to Patience's disgust, she 
divined the cause of his surliness, and deftiy exchanged 
her plate for his. 



VII. 

That night Patience did not go to her tower, but 
wandered over the dark fields, a drooping forlorn Uttle 
figure in the crawling shadows. She feit duli and tired 
and disheartened. By nine o'clock she was asleep. 
She awoke as fresh as the moming. When Mr. Foord 
returned from San Francisco in the aflernoon he found 
her curled in the easy-chair by his fire. She started 
guiltily as he entered, then tossed her head defiantly, 
let Byron slide to the floor, and went forward to 
kiss him. 

As he was about to take the chair she had occupied 
he espied the fallen vojume. He lifted it hastily. 

"What is this?" he demanded. 

Patience blushed furiously, but set her lips with an 
expression he understood. 

"It's B)rron, and I'm going to read it all. IVe read 
a lot" 

He shifted the book from one hand to the other for 
a moment, his face much perturbed, Finally he laid it 
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on the table, merely remarking: "Sooner or later, sooner 
or later." 

Patience offered him a piece of the candy he had 
brought her; but he preferred his pipe, and she perched 
herseif on the arm of his chair and ate half the Con- 
tents of her box without pause. She had not yet 
learned the subtle delights of the epicure, and to enjoy 
until capacity was exhausted was typical of her enthu- 
siastic temperament. When she could no longer look 
upon the candy without a shudder she climbed to the 
old gentleman's Shoulder and scratched his bald pate 
with her ragged nails. It was her emphatic way of ex- 
pressing gratitude, and beloved by Mr. Foord above pipe 
and enchilada, 

Patience took Byron home with her that evening, 
Mr. Foord merely shrugging his Shoulders. After 
supper she read until dark, then hid the book under 
the bed and went over to the tower. She ran up 
the twisted stair, and astonished the owl by clasping 
him in her arms and kissing him passionately. He 
manifested his disapproval by biting at her Shoulder 
fiercely. She shrieked and boxed his ears smartly. 
He flapped his large wings wildly. A battle royal was 
imminent in that sacred tower where once the silver 
bells had called the holy men to prayer. But Patience 
suddenly broke into a laugh and sank on her knees 
by the window, while Solomon retreated to the wall, 
and regarded her with a round unwinking stare, brood- 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 47 

ing over problems which he did not in the least under- 
stand. 

Patience brooded also, but her lids drooped, and 
she bardy saw the beauty of ocean and rock and spray- 
The moon was not yet up, and the half revealed inton- 
ing sea was füll of mystery. 

She was conscious that her mood was not quite what 
it had been during her last visit. All of that was there 
— but more. She feit higher above the earth than ever 
before, but more conscious of its magnetism. Some- 
thing hummed along her nerves and stirred in her veins. 
Her musings shaped to definite form, inasmuch as they 
assumed the semblance of man. Inevitably Byron was 
exhumed for duty; and if his restless soul were prowl- 
ing Space and Carmel Valley, his famous humour, 
desuetous in Etemity, must have echoed in the dull 
ears of roaming shapes. 

Beside the white face of the child was the solemn 
and hebräic visage of the owl. Some outworn chord 
of Solomon's youth may have been stirred by his 
friend's tumultuous greeting, for he had stepped, with 
the dignity of his years, to her side, and stood regard- 
ing, with introspective stare, the reflection of the rising 
moon. 

Patience did not see him. She was gazing upon 
Byron, whose moody passionate face was distinctly 
visible among the stars. Alas! her vision was suddenly 
obscured by a hideous black object A bat flew straight 
at Carmel tower. Patience sprang to her feet, tossed 
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her skirt over her head, and fled down the stair. The 
owl stepped to the stair's head and gazed into the wind- 
ing darkness, his eyes füll of unutterable nothing. 



vin. 

On Monday school re-opened, and Patience was late 
as usual. She loitered through the woods, conning her 
lessons, having been too much occupied with her poet 
to give them attention before. As she ascended the Steps 
of the school-house the drone of the Lord's Prayer came 
through the open window, and she paused for a moment 
on the landing, swinging her bag in one hand and her 
tin lunch-pail in the other. 

She was not a picturesque figure. Her sunbonnet 
was of faded blue calico dotted with white. The 
meagre braid projecting beneath the cape was tied 
with a shoe string. The calico frock was faded and 
mended and much too short, although the hem and 
tucks had been let out. The copper-toed boots were 
of a greyish - green hue, and the coarse stockings 
wrinkled above them. The nails of her pretty brown 
hands looked as if they had been sawn ofF. But the 
eyes under the old sunbonnet were dreamy and happy. 
The brain behind was füll of new sensations. In the 
sparkling atmosphere was an electric thrill. The day 
was as still as only the days of Monterey can be. 
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The pines and the breakers had never intoned more 
sweetly. 

A voluminous A — men! startled Patience from her 
reverie. She went hastily within, hung her bannet and 
pail on a peg, and entered the schoolroom, smiling 
half deprecatingly, half confidently at Miss Galpin. 
The young teacher's stern nod did not discompose her. 
As she passed Rosita she received a friendly pinch, 
and Manuela looked up and smiled; but while travers- 
ing the width of the room to her desk she became 
aware of something unfriendly in the atmosphere. As 
she took her seat she glanced about and met the 
malevolent eyes of a dozen tumed heads. One girPs 
lip was curled; another's brows were raised signifi- 
cantly, as would their owner query: "What could you 
expect?" 

Patience blushed until her face glowed like one of 
the Castilian roses on the garden wall opposite the 
window. "TheyVe found out about Byron," she thought. 
"Horrors, how they'll tease me!" 

Schoolgirls have a traditional habit of "willing" 
each other to "miss" when in aggressive mood. To-day 
some twenty of the girls appeared to have concerted to 
will that Patience should forget what little lore she had 
gathered on her way to school. Patience, always sen- 
sitive to impressions, was as taut as the strings of an 
-^olian harp from her experience of the past week. 
Such natures are responsive to the core to the psycho- 
logical power of the environment, and once or twice 

Patience Sparhavok. /, 4 
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this morning Patience feit as if she must jump to her 
feet and scream. But even at that early age she 
divined that the sweetest revenge is success, and she 
strove as she had never striven before to acquit herseif 
with credit. 

All morning the silent battle went on. Miss Galpin, 
who was beloved of her pupils because she was pretty 
and dressed well, was a graduate of the San Francisco 
High School, and an excellent teacher. Frankly as 
she liked Patience she had never shown her any par- 
tiality in the schoolroom; but to-day, noting the anta- 
gonism that was brought to bear on the girl, she exerted 
all her cleyerness to assist her in such subtle fashion 
that Patience alone should appreciate her effort. In 
consequence, when the morning session closed, Patience 
wore the doubtful laureis and the bad blood was black. 

As the girls trooped down into the yard Rosita laid 
her arm about Patience and endeavoured to lead her 
away. Manuela conferred in a low tone with the foe, 
voice and gestiures remonstrant. But there was blood 
in the air, and Patience squared her Shoulders and 
awaited the 'Onslaught. Incidentally she inspected her 
nails and copper toes. 

Several of the girls walked rapidly up to her. They 
were smiling disagreeably. 

"Can't you keep her at home?" asked one of them. 

"Think she'U marry him?" demanded another. 

Patience, completely taken aback, glanced helplessly 
from one to the other. 
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"What do you mean?" she asked. 

"Come, Patita/' murmured Rosita, on the verge of 
tears. 

Manuela exclaimed; "You are fiends, fiends!^' and 
walked away. 

"Mean? Do you mean to say she got ofF without 
you knowing it?" 

"Knowing what?" A horrible presentiment as- 
sailed Patience. Her fingers jerked and her breath 
came fast. 

"Why," said Panchita McPherson, brutally, "your 
mother was in here Saturday night with her young man 
and regularly turned the town upside down. They 
were thrown out of three saloons. Can't you keep her 
at home?" 

Patience stared duUy at the girls, her dry Ups parted. 
She knew that they had spoken the truth. She had 
gone to bed early on Saturday night. Shortly afler- 
ward she had heard the sound of buggy wheels and 
Billy's uncertain gait Many hours later she had been 
awakened by the sound of her mother stumbling up- 
stairs; but she had thought nothing of either inddent at 
the time. 

Panchita continued relentlessly, memories of many 
class defeats rushing forward to lash her spieen: "You'li 
please understand after this that we don't care to haye 
you talk to us, for we don't think you're respectable.'* 
Whereupon the other girls, nodding sarcastically at 
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Patience, entwined their arms and walked away, led by 
the haughty Miss McPherson. 

For a few moments Patience hardly realised how 
she feit. She stood impassive; but a cyclone raged 
within. All the blood in her body seemed to have 
rushed to her head, to scorch her face and pound in 
her ears. She wondered why her hands and feet were 
cold. 

"Come, Patita, don't mind them," said Rosita, put- 
ting her arm round her comrade. "The mean hateful 
nasty — pigs!" Never before had the indolent little 
Californian been so vehement; but Patience slipped 
from her hold, and running through a gate at the back 
of the yard crouched down on a box. Rosita's words 
had broken the spell. She was filled with a volcano of 
hate. She hated the girls, she hated Monterey, she 
hated Hfe; but above all she hated her mother. 

After a time all the hate in her concentrated on the 
woman who had made her young life so bitter. She 
had never Hked her, but not until the dreadful mo- 
ments just past had she realised the füll measure of 
her inheritance. The innuendoes she had not under- 
stood, but it was enough to know that her mother had 
disgraced her publicly and insulted her father's memory. 
Her schoolmates she dismissed from her mind with a 
scornful jerk of the Shoulders. She had beaten them 
too easily and often in the schoolroom not to despise 
them consummately. They could prick but not stab 
her. 
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The bell rang; but she had an account to settle, and 
bonnetless she started for home. 

Mrs. Sparhawk was sitting on the porch reading a 
novel when Patience walked up to her, snatched the 
book from her hand, and flung it into a rose-tree. 
The woman was sober, and quailed as she met her 
daughter's eyes. Patience had walked rapidly under 
a hot sun. Her face was scarlet, and she was trem- 
bling. 

"I hate you!" she sobbed. "I hate you! It doesn't 
do any good to teil you so, but it does me good to 
say it." 

The girl looked the incarnation of evil passions. She 
was elemental Hate, a young Cain. 

"I wish you were dead," she continued. "YouVe 
ruined every bit of my life." 

"Why — what — what — " mumbled the woman. But 
the coloiu: was Coming to her face, and her eyes were 
beginning to glitter unpleasantly. 

"You know well enough what You were in town 

drunk on Saturday night, and were in saloons wük a 

farm hand, To make a brüte of yourself was bad 

enough — but to go about with a common man! Are 

you going to marry him?" 

Mrs. Sparhawk laughed. "Well, I guess not." 

Patience drew a quick breath of relief. "Well, that's 
what they're saying — that you're going to marry him — 
a man that can't read nor write. Now look here, I want 
one thing understood — unless you swear to me youll 
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not set foot in that town again TU have you put in the 
Home of the Inebriates — There! Pll not be disgraced 
again; TU do it." 

Mrs. Sparhawk sprang to her feet, her face blazing 
with rage. "You will, will you?" she cried. She caught 
the girl by the Shoulders, and shaking her violently, 
boxed first one ear, then the other, with her strong 
rough hands. For an instant Patience was stunned, 
then the blood boiled back to her brain. She screamed 
harshly, and springing at her mother clutched her about 
the throat. The lust to kill possessed her. A red cur- 
tain blotted even the hated face from sight. Instinc- 
tively she tripped ' her mother and went down on top 
of her. The crash of the body brought two men to the 
rescue, and Patience was dragged ofF and flung aside. 

"My land!" exclaimed one of the men, his face white 
with horror. "Was you going to kill your ma?" 

"Yes, that she was," spluttered Mrs. Sparhawk, 
sitting up and pulling vaguely at the loose flesh of 
her throat. "She'd have murdered me in another 
minute." 

Patience by this time was white and limp. She 
crawled upstairs to her room and locked the door. 
She sank on the floor and thought on herseif with 
horror. 

"I never knew," she reiterated, "that I was so bad. 
Why, Pm fifteen, and I never wanted to kill even a bird 
before. I wouldn't learn to shoot I'd never drown 
a kitten. When the Chinaman stuck a red-hot poker 
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through the bars of the trap and bumt ridges in the 
live rat I screamed and screamed. And now Pve nearly 
killed my mother, and wanted to. Who, who would 
have thought it?" 

When she was wearied with the futile effort to solve 
the new problem, she became suddenly conscious that 
she feit no repentance^ no remorse. She was horrified 
at the sight of the black veins in her soul; but she feit 
a certain satisfaction at having unbottled the wrath that 
consumed her, at having given her mother the physical 
equivalent of her own mental agony. Over this last 
cognizance of her capacity for sin she sighed and shook 
her head. 

"I raay as well give myself up," she thought with 
young philosophy. "I am what I am, and I suppose 
rU do what I'm going to do." 

She went downstairs and out of the house. She 
passed a group of men; they stared at her in horror. 
Then another little seed from the vast garden of human 
nature shot up to flower in Patience's puzzled brain. 
She lifted her head with an odd feeling of elation: she 
was the Sensation of the hour. 

She went out on Point Lobos and listened to the 
hungry roar of the waves, watched the tossing spray. 
Nature took her to her heart as ever, and when the 
day was done she was normal once more. She returned 
to the house and helped to get supper, although she 
refused to speak to her equally suUen parent. 
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IX. 

It was several days before the story reached Mon- 
terey. When it did, the girls treated Patience to in- 
vective and contumely, but delivered their remarks at 
long ränge. The mother of Manuela said peremptorily 
that Patience Sparhawk should never darken the doors 
of the Peralta mansion again, and even Mrs. Thrailkill 
told the weeping Rosita that the intimacy must end. 

Miss Galpin was horrified. When sdiool was over 
she took Patience firmly by the hand and led her up 
the hin to her boarding-place, the widow ThrailkilPs 
ancestral home. The long low adobe house was trav- 
ersed from end to end by a pillared corridor. It was 
whitewashed every year, and its red tiles were renewed 
at intervals, but otherwise the march of civilisation had 
passed it by. Mrs. Thrailkill, large and brown, with a 
wart between her kind black eyes, and a handsome 
beard, was rocking herseif on the corridor. When she 
recognised the teacher's companion she arose with great 
dignity and swung herseif into the house. 

Miss Galpin led Patience down the corridor to a 
room at the end, and motioned her to a chair. Several 
magazines lay on a table, and Patience reached her 
hand to them involuntarily; but Miss Galpin took the 
hand and drew the girl toward her, The young 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 57 

teacher's brown eyes wore a very puzzled expression. 
Even her carefully regulated bang had been pushed up- 
ward with a sudden dash of the band. She was only 
twenty-two, and her experience of human nature was 
Kmited. Her ideas of life were accumulated largely 
from the novels of Mr. Howells and Mr. James, whom 
she revered; and neither of these gentlemen photo- 
graphed such characters as Patience. It had probably 
never occurred to them that Patiences existed. She 
experienced a sudden thrill of superiority, then craved 
pardon of her idols. 

"Patience, dear," she said gently, "is this terrible 
Story tnie?" 

"Yes, ma'am," said Patience, Standing passively at 
Miss Galpin's knee. 

"You actually tried to kill your mother?" 

"Yes, ma'am." 

Miss Galpin gasped. She waited a moment for a 
torrent of excuse and explanation; but Patience was 
mute. 

"And you are not sorry?" she faltered. 

"No, ma'am." 

"Oh, Patience!" 

"Pm sorry you feel so badly, ma'am. Please don't 
cry," for the estimable young woman was in tears, and 
mentally reviling her preceptors. 

"How can I help feeling terribly, Patience? You 
break my heart." 

"Pra sorry, dear Miss Galpin." 
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"Patience, don't you love God?" 

"No, ma'am, not particularly. Leastways, Pve never 
thought much about it." 

"You little heathen!" 

"No, ma'am, I'm not. My father was very religious. 
But please don't talk religion to me." 

"Patience, I don*t know what to make of you. I 
am in despair. You're not a bad girl. You give me 
little trouble, and Pve always said that you had finer 
impulses than any girl IVe ever known, and the best 
brain. You ought to realise better than any girl of your 
age the difference between right and wrong. And yet 
you have done what not another girl in the school would 
do, inferior as they are — " 

"How do you know, ma'am? I never thought I 
would. Neither did you think I would. You can't teil 
what you'll do tili you do it." 

Miss Galpin was distracted. She resumed hurriedly: 

"I want you to be a good woman, Patience, — a good 
as well as a clever woman. And how can you be good 
if you don't love God?" 

"Are all people good the same way?" 

"Well, it all comes to the same thing in the end." 
Miss Galpin blessed the evolution of verbiage. 

"Are all religious people good?" 

"Certainly." 

"These girls are religious, especially the Spanish 
ones, and theyVe behaved to me like devils. So have 
their mothers, and some of them go to five o'clock mass." 
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"Girls are undisciplined, and mothers often have a 
mistaken sense of duty." 

"You are good, and Mr. Foord is good," pursued 
the terrible child. "But you'd be just as good if you 
weren't religious. It's bom in you, and you're refined 
and kind-hearted. Those people are just naturally vul- 
gär, and religion won't make them any better." 

Miss Galpin drew the girl suddenly to her lap and 
kissed her. "Pm terribly sorry for you, dear," she said. 
"I wish I understood you better, and could help you, 
but I don't I never knew anyone in the least like 
you. I worry so about your future. People that are 
not like other people don't get along nicely in this 
World. And you have such impulses! But I love you, 
Patience, and FU always be your friend. Will you re- 
member this?" 

Patience was undemonstrative, but she kissed Miss 
Galpin warmly and arranged her bang. 

"Now, let's talk about something eise," she said. 
"Are you going to get up those private theatricals for 
the night that school closes?" 

Miss Galpin sighed and gave up the engagement. 
"Yes," she said. Then, hesitatingly: "Do you wish to 
take part?" 

"No, of course I don't PH have nothing more to 
do with those girls than I can help. You can bet your 
life on that. But I can help drill Rosita. What's the 
play?" 

"1*11 read it to you." Miss Galpin took a pamphlet 
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from a drawer and read aloud the average amateur 
concoction. Rosita was to take the part of an indolent 
girl with the habit of arousing herseif unexpectedly. In 
one act she would have to dash to the front of the stage 
and dance a parlour breakdown. 

"I am afraid Rosita cannot act," said Miss Galpin, 
in conclusion, "but she is so pretty I couldn't leave 
her out." 

"Rosita can act," said Patience, emphatically. "Fve 
seen her imitate every actress that has been here, and 
take oif pretty nearly every crank in Monterey. And 
Mrs. Thrailkill can teach her one of the old Califomian 
dances — and a song. Rosita has a lovely voice, almost 
as pretty as a lark's." 

"Really? Well, Pll talk to Mrs. Thrailkill and per- 
SU ade her to forgive you, and then you can come here 
every afternoon and drill Rosita. And now will you 
promise me to be a good little girl?" 

"Yes, ma'am — leastways TU try. Good-bye," and 
Patience gave her a little peck, seized her sunbonnet, 
and went hurriedly out. 

"I suppose," she thought as she sauntered down the 
hin, "Pd better go and have it out with Mr. Foord. 
It*s got to come, and the sooner it's over the better. 
Poor man, Pll make it as easy for him as I can. It'll 
be harder on him than on me, for I'm used to it 
now." 

The old gentleman was Walking up and down the 
corridor as she turned the corner of the Custom House, 
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He looked very yellow and feeble, and supported himself 
with a stick. 

"Oh, Patience!" he exclaimed. 

For the first time Patience feit inclined to cry, but 
her aversion to display feeling controlled her. She 
merely approached and stood before him, swinging her 
simbonnet. 

"Don't let US talk about it,** he said hastily. "I 
have something eise to say to you. Sit down.*' 

They sat down side by side on a bench. 

"You know," the old gentleman continued, "I have 
a half-sister in the east — Harriet Tremont, her name 
is — in Mariaville-on-Hudson, New York. She is the 
best woman in the world, the most sinless creature I 
ever knew, yet füll of human nature and never dull. 
She is very religious, has given up her life to doing 
good, and has some eccentric notions of her own. She 
writes me dutifuUy twice a year, although we have not 
met for thirty, and in her last letter she told me she 
intended to adopt a child, rescue a soul as she calied it, 
and furthermore that she should adopt the child of the 
most worthless parents she could discover in her work 
among the worthless. Since — lately — I have been think- 
ing strongly of sending you to her. You must get away 
from here. You must have a chance in life. If you 
remain here you will grow up bitter and hard, and the 
result with your brain and temperament may be terrible. 
You are capable of becoming a very bad or a very good 
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woman. You are still young— but there is no time to 
lose. Should you care to go?" 

"Of course I should," cried Patience, enchanted 
with the idea of an excursion into unknown worlds. 
Then her face feil. "But I shouldn't like to be adopted. 
That is too much like charity," 

"Is the ranch entirely mortgaged?" 

Patience nodded. 

"Well, let US look at it as a business proposition. 
You will be little expense to her — she is fairly well off; 
and one more in the household makes no appreciable 
difference. You will attend the public schools with the 
view to become a teacher, and when you are eaming 
a salary you can repay her for what little outlay she may 
have made. Do you see?" 

"Yes. I don't mind if you look at it that way." 

"I'U see your mother in a day or two. You don't 
think she'U object, do you?" 

"Object? What has she got to say about it?" 

"A great deal, unfortunately. She is your legal 
guardian. But she doesn't love you, and I think can be 
persuaded. I shall miss you, my dear. What shall I 
do without my bright little girl?" 

Patience nestled up to him, and the two strangely 
assorted companions remained silent for a time watching 
the seaguUs sweep over the blue bay. Then Mr. Foord 
drifted naturally into the past, and Patience grew romantic 
once more. 
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X. 

That night Patience feit no inclination for either 
bed or tower. She wandered over the field, entered the 
pine- forest, and walked to the coast. The tall straight 
trees grew close together; their aisles were very gloomy. 
From the ground arose the ominous voices of the night, 
and the wind in the tree-tops moaned heavily. But 
Patience was not afraid. She revelled in the vast dark 
silence, and feit that the world was all her own. 

As she lefl the forest she saw great clouds of spray 
tossed high into the starry dark, heard the ocean rush 
at the outlying rocks, breaking into mist or leaping to 
the shore. The sea-lions were talking loudly; the sea- 
gulls, huddled on the high points of the coast, scolded 
hoarsely. 

On the edge of the fcwest was a cabin. Patience 
walked toward it She knew the old man that lived 
there. He was evidently awake, for the open window 
was yellow with light. As she passed it on her way to 
the door she glanced within. Her skin tumed cold; 
her hair stiffened. A sheeted corpse lay on the bed. 
Candles burned at head and foot. Patience, brave as 
she was, abjectly feared the corpse. She believed that 
she could survive a ghost, but she knew that if shut up 
with a dead body for ten minutes she should go mad. 
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To-night she would have fled shrieking were it not that 
the room had a living occupant. 

In a chair beside the bed sat a man gazing at the 
floor, his chin dropped to his ehest. He wore rough 
clothes, but they were the affectations of the gentleman, 
not the garb of the dead man and his friends. Nor 
had Patience ever seen so noble a head. The profile 
was beautiful, the expression mild and intellectual, and 
most melancholy. 

Patience forgot her terror as she wondered who the 
stranger could be; but in a moment it was renewed 
tenfold. Down the ocean road from Monterey came a 
wild hideous yell. The man by the corpse raised his 
head apprehensively, rose as if to flee, then sank wearily 
to his chair again. The datter of hoofs on the hard 
road mounted above the thunder of the waves. Patience 
staring into the dark suddenly saw the leaping fire of 
torches, and a moment later tall figures riding recklessly. 
The ydling was incessant and demoniac. 

"The man murdered Jim and they're lynchers," 
thought Patience. She glanced about wildly. A small 
tree stood near. She scampered up the trunk like a 
squirrel, and hid in the branches. None too soon. In 
another moment those terrible figures were screaming 
and gesticulating before the hut. 

The smoky flames revealed an extraordinary sight to 
Patience's distended eyes. These men were bearded 
like the men of modern civilisation, even their hair was 
properly cut; but they wore the garments of Greece and 
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Japan, flowing robes of white and red; one dark sinister- 
looking being uphdd a glittering helmet. 

Patience nibbed her eyes. Did she dream over her 
B3n:on? But no mortal, none but the sheeted dead, 
could have slept and dreamed in that infernal clamour, 
Only the man by the bed sat immobile. He did not 
raise his head. Out of the pandemonium of sound 
Patience at last distinguished one word: "Charley! 
Charley!" If "Charley" were the man within the hut 
he gave no sign; nor when they threw back their heads 
and as from one throat gave forth a rattling volume of 
ribald laughter. 

Suddenly Patience, who, seeing no rope, began to 
recover her courage, noticed that one of the men had 
ridden beneath her tree, taking no part in this singular 
drama. Once he turned his head, and an aquiline 
profile, fine and strong, with black hair falling above it, 
was sharply revealed against the red glare. Lnpulsively 
Patience leaned down and touched his Shoulder. He 
looked up with a Start, and saw a small white face 
among the leaves. 

"What on earth is this?" he asked. "Is it a 
child?" His voice was rieh and deep, with a gentle 
hint of brogue. 

"What are they?" asked Patience. "Are they real 
devils, or only men? And are they going to kill him?" 

The man laughed. "I certainly should ask the same 
question if I had not happened to come with them- 
Oh, they won't do any murder, unless they happen to 

Patimcf Sparhawk, /, 5 



66 PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 

frighten someone to death. They're members of the 
Bohemian Club of San Francisco — newspaper men and 
artists — who are down here on a lark." 

"Who's the man in there by him, and why do they 
yell at him so?" 

"Oh, he is a solitary spirit, a man of genius. He 
got tired of them and gave them the slip to-night. This 
is revenge." 

"They have the Estrada house on Alvarado Street," 
said Patience. "I heard they were here." Then she 
noticed that her companion wore the common garb of 
American civilisation. "Why aren't you rigged up, too?" 
she asked. 

"Oh, Tm hardly one of them. Fm only an Eastern 
man — a New Yorker — and am staying at Del Monte for 
a day or two. I rode over to see them this afternoon, 
and they insisted upon my staying for dinner. What 
on earth are you doing here by yourself at this time of 
night?" 

Patience explained. Then she added wistfully, "I 
shall be frightened to death going home through those 
woods alone. I'U imagine that that corpse and those 
dreadful-looking men are behind me at every Step." 

"Just drop onto my horse and FU take you home. 
I'm pretty tired of all this." He raised his arms and 
lifled her down, placing her in front of him. "Lucky 
I had an English saddle," he said, and as he bent his 
head Patience could see that he was smiling. "Oh!" 
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he added abniptly, "I have seen you before. Now — 
teil me where to go." 

Patience directed him, and they cantered away un- 
observed. 

"Where did you see me?" she asked, "and how odd 
that you should remember me!^^ 

"You have wonderful eyes. Although I'm an Irish- 
man I won't go so far as to say they are pretty, but 
they look as if they had been bom to see so much. It 
would be difficult to forget them. Upon me soul you 
are actually trembling. Did you never have a compli- 
ment before?" 

"Never! And I guess TU remember it longer than 
you remember my eyes. Where did you see me?" 

"I was Standing at the window of the house in Alva- 
rado Street when you came along from school with a 
dozen or more of the girls. You all stopped to gaze at 
a passing circus troupe, and — I noticed you first because 
you stood a little apart from the others." 

"I usually do," said Patience, drily. 

He did not add that, attracted by the eagerness of 
her gaze and her rapid changes of expression, he had 
asked who she was, and that a Montereno present had 
related the family history and her own notable Perform- 
ances in no measured terms. "She's got bad blood in 
her and the temper of Old Nick himself. She'll come 
to no good, homely as she is," the man had concluded. 
"Curious enough, the boys all like her and would spark 
her if they got a show; but she's hell-set on gettin' 
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an education at present and doesn't notice them 
much." 

Patience made him talk on for the pleasure of hear- 
ing his voice. "Are you a real Irishman?" she asked. 

"Well, IVe been an American for twenty years, but 
there's a good deal of Irish left in me yet, especially in 
me tongue." 

"I'd keep it, if I were you. It's nicer even than the 
Spanish. Do you think our voices are horrid?" 

"I think that if you'd pitch yours a little lower it 
would be an improvement," he said, smiling. And 
Patience registered a vow which she kept. In after 
years when great changes had come upon her, her voice 
was envied and emulated. 

As they left the forest and entered Carmel Valley 
Patience pointed to her home, then suddenly took the 
reins from his hand and directed the horse toward the 
Mission. The waning moon hung over the ocean, and 
the Mission stood out boldly. 

"Come up to my tower," said Patience; "the view 
is somelhing! That will be your reward. I never took 
anyone there before." 

"All right," he said, "I may as well make a night of 
it" He tethered his horse and followed her up the 
Spiral stair. 

"Solomon is not here," she said regretfuUy. "He's 
out foraging. Now!" 

The young man walked to the window and inspected 
the view. Patience regarded him with rapt admiration. 
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He was tall and streng and well dressed. She had 
never dreamed that anything romantic could really 
happen to her; and as she was sure that it would be her 
last experience as well as her first, she suddenly feit 
depressed and miserable, her Imagination leaping to the 
finish. 

He tumed and met her eyes. "What are you think- 
ing of?" he asked. 

But Patience was too shy to teil him, and asked him 
if he liked the view. 

"It's a jolly view and no mistake. You're not a 
happy child, are you?" he added, abruptly. With the 
enthusiasm and spontaneous kindness of his Irish blood 
he had conceived the idea of dropping a seed in this 
plastic soil, and was feeling his way toward the* right 
spot. 

"I don't know that I am," said Patience, haughtily. 
"I suppose some of those people told you things." 

"Well, they did, that's a fact. But you mustn't get 
angry with me, please, ' for upon me word I like you 
better than anyone IVe met in California." 

"Don't you live here?" 

"My home is in New York, and I retum to-morrow." 

"Oh! Well, I don't see how I should interest you." 

"You do, though, and that's all there is to it. I'm 
neither as cautious as an Englishman nor as practical 
as an American — though God rest the two of them; I 
mean nothing to their detriment. But there*s a force in 
you, and force doesn't go to waste, although it's more 
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often than not misdirected. I can feel yours myself; 
and Pm told that you're the cleverest girl in the town 
as well as the proudest and most ambitious. Now, what 
do you intend to do with yourself?" 

"I suppose ril be a teacher; and if Mrs. Sparhawk 
has no objections I may go East soon and live with a 
religious old lady." 

"Well, that's not so bad; only I doubt if that life 
will suit you any better than this." He puthis finger 
under her chin and turned her face to the light. "I 
am a lawyer, you know," he added, "and features and 
lines and curves mean a good deal to me. YouVe 
got a good will, begad, and like all first-dass American 
women, you'll keep your head up until you drop. And 
you have all her faculty of beginning life over again 
several times, if necessary. You'll never rust nor mould, 
nor write polemical novels if things don't go your way. 
YouVe got a good strong brain behind those eyes, and 
although you'll make mistakes of various sorts, you'll 
kick them behind you when you're done with them, 
begin over and be none the worse. Remember that no 
mistake is irrevocable; that there are as many to-morrows 
as yesterdays; that only the incapable has a past It is 
all a matter of will as far as the world is concerned, 
and ideals as far as your own soul goes. No matter 
how often circumstances and your own weakness compel 
you to let go your own private ideals, deliberately put 
them back on their pedestal the moment you have re- 
covered balance, and make for their attainment as if 
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nothing had happened. Then you'U never acquire an 
aged soul and never lose your grip. Can you remember 
all that?" 

"You bet I can." 

He laughed. "I believe you. I might add: Don't 
love the wrong man, but I'll not throw away good ad- 
vice. You'll not be whoUy guided by reason in those 
matters. I will merely say, Rub the first experience in 
hard and let a long while elapse before your second, or 
it will be the greater mistake of the two. Your reactions 
will be very violent, I should say. Well, I'U be going 
now." 

"Pd rather you'd stay and talk." 

"Would you? Well, being a lawyer, I know where 
to stop. Besides, TU have all those fellows after me if 
I stay too long. Well doubtless meet again. The world 
is small these days." 

Patience foUowed him reluctantly down the stair, and 
he walked beside her across the valley, leading his horse. 
When they reached the farmhouse he shook hands with 
her warmly, wished her good luck, and rode away. She 
ran up to her room, and, lighting a candle, transcribed 
his words into an old copy-book. 
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XI. 

Miss Galpin expöstulated with Mrs. Thrailkill to such 
effect that Patience spent two hours each aflemoon in 
the family garret rehearsing Rosita while the astonished 
rats took refuge in the chimney. Patience could not 
act, but she had dramatic appreciation and an intel- 
lectual conception of any part not beyond her years. 
Rosita was not intellectual, but, as Patience had dis- 
cerned, the spirit of ThaUa was in her. She quickly 
became enamoured of her unsuspected resources and 
at the prospect of exhibiting herseif on a platform. Not 
only did she rouse herseif to something Uke exertion, 
but she faithfuUy foUowed the Instructions of her strenuous 
teacher and discovered a talent for posing and Httle 
tricks of manner all her own. Her mother taught her 
the song and dance, which were to be the Sensation of 
the evening. 

It was on the fourth day that Patience, retuming 
home late in the aflemoon, met Mr. Foord in the woods. 
The old gentleman looked sad and perplexed, and 
Patience sprang upon the Step of his buggy and de- 
manded to know what was the matter. 

"Ifs very odd," he said, "but she won't let you go." 

"Won't let me go?" cried Patience, furiously. "Well, 
PU go anyhow." 
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"You can% my dear. The law won't let you." 

"Do you mean to say that the law won't protect me 
from that- woman?" 

"I am afraid she has the best of it." He recalled 
the woman's angry, cunning face, as he had pleaded 
with her, and shook his head. "You see she was never 
in the town in that condition before. The men out 
there are so devoted to her that — so she has infcMmed 
me — they would swear to a man that they had never 
Seen her drunk. And, you see, she's never abused you 
— the only time she Struck you she had provocation 
— you must admit that. You are under her control 
until you are eighteen, and I don't see that we can do 
anything. Pm very sorry. I never feit so defeated in 
my life." 

"But for gradous goodness sake why won't she let 
me go? Pm no good to speak of about the place, and 
she certainly isn't keeping me for love." 

"Well — I think it's revenge. She remarked that she 
had a chance to pay up and she'd do it." 

"I'U just run away, that's all." 

"The law would bring you back, and arrest me for 
abduction." 

"I hate the law," said Patience, gloomily. "Seems 
to me Pm always finding something new to hate." 

"You must not hate, my child," and he quoted the 
Bible dutifliUy, although in entire s)nnpathy with her. 
"That is what I am so afraid of — that you will become 
hard and bitter. I want to save you from that. Well, 
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perhaps she'U relent. I shall see her again and again. 
I must go on, Patience." 

She kissed him and walked sullenly homeward. As 
she entered the kitchen her mother looked up and 
laughed. Her face was triumphant and malignant 

"You don't go," she said. "Not much. IVe got 
the whip hand this time and TU keep it. Here you'U 
stay until you're eighteen — " 

Patience turned abruptly and ran upstairs. As she 
locked her door she thought with some satisfaction: 
"Now that I know myself I can control myself. If I'd 
jumped on her then she'd have fallen in the stove." 

As her imagination had not dwelt at great length 
upon the proposed change the disappointment was not 
as keen as it might have been, much as she desired to 
leave Monterey. Moreover, she was occupied with 
Rosita and the Coming examinations. And did she 
not have her Byron? She rose at dawn and read him. 
In the evening she went over to the tower and de- 
claimed him to the grey ocean whose passions were 
etemal. The owl, wha regarded Byron as a great bore, 
closed his eyes when she began and went to sleep. 
Sometimes — when the sun rode high — she sat upon 
the rubbish over Junipero Serra's bones, and with one 
eye out for rats and snakes and tarantulas, conned a 
new poem. She liked the contrast between the desola- 
tion and death in the old ruin and the warm atmosphere 
of the poetry. As often Byron was unheeded, and she 
dreamed of the mysterious stranger who had so magne- 
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tised her that she had forgotten to ask his name. She 
had only to dose her eyes to hear his voice, to recall 
the words which seemed forever moving in one or other 
Chamber of her mind, to see the profile which she 
admired quite as much as Byron's. As for the voice, 
it had a possessing quality which made her understand 
the wherefore of the thrilling notes of the male bird in 
spring-time. She invested her ambitious young lawyer 
with all the dark, sardonic, melanchoUc fasdnations of 
Lara, Conrad, Manfred, and Don Juan. The wild sweet 
sting of spring was in her veins. Her mind was füll of 
vague illusions, very lovely and very stränge, shifting of 
outline and whoUy inexplicable. 



xn. 

On the aftemoon of the last day of school several 
of the girls decorated the hall with garlands and flags. 
Carpenters erected a stage, and Patience arranged the 
"properties." When the great night arrived and 
Monterey in its best attire crowded the room, no curtain 
in the sleepy town had ever been regarded with more 
complacent expectation. The Montereöas were thoroughly 
satisfied with their oJSfspring, and Performances of any 
sort were few. 

The Programme was opened by Manuela, who wore 
an old pink satin frock of her mother's cut short and 
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trimmed with a flounce of Spanish lace. Her brown 
shining face looked good-will upon all the world as she 
recited "The Wreck of the Hesperus." Then came a 
dialogue in which all the little participants wore white 
frocks and crimped hair. 

Meanwhile, in the dressing-room, Rosita was limp in 
Patience's arms. 

"Oh, Patita!" she gasped, "I can't! I can't! Pm 
frightened to death! What shall I do?" 

"Do?" cried Patience, angrily, who was so excited 
herseif that she pumped Rosita's arms up and down as 
if the unfledged Thespian had just been rescued from 
the bay. "Do? You must brace up. When you get 
there you'U be all right. And you must not get stage 
fright. Rosita, you must make a success. Remember 
youVe got Öie star part. Don% don't make a fool of 
yourself." 

"Oh, if you could only hold my hand," wailed 
Rosita. 

"Well, I can't, and that's the end of it. Now! 
brace up quick." The prompter was calling in a loud 
whisper, — 

"Miss Thrailkill, be ready when I say, *Life.'" 

^^Ay, dios de mi alma,'^ almost sobbed Rosita. 

Patience dragged her to the wings and held her 
there. When the cue was spoken she gave her a hard 
pinch, then a shove. Rosita gasped and disappeared. 

Patience slipped round into the audience, her heart 
in her throat, her eyes black with excitement If 
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Rosita broke down she feit that she should have 
hysterics. 

At first Rosita had nothing to say. Upon entering 
she had merely to fling herseif upon a divan in an 
indolent attitude whilst the others carried on a spirited 
dialogue. Patience saw that she had managed to get 
to the sofa without falling prone, but also observed 
that her bosom was heaving. Nevertheless, when her 
time came she managed to drawl her lines, although 
with as Uttle expression as she told her rosary. Patience 
stamped her foot audibly. 

But as the play progressed it was evident that Rosita 
was recovering her poise. When she finally had to 
come forward she moved with all the indolent grace of 
her blood, and delivered her little speech with such 
piquant fire that the audience applauded loudly. And 
with that clatter of feet and hands a new light sprang 
into the Spanish girPs eyes, an expression half of sur- 
prise, half of transport. From that time on she acted in 
a manner which astonished even her instructor. 

She looked exquisitely pretty. Her white rounded 
neck and arms were bare. Her black soft hair hung 
to her knees, unbound, caught back above one little 
ear with a pink rose. Her dress was of black Spanish 
lace covered with natural roses. On her tiny feet she 
wore a pair of black satin Slippers which had belonged 
to her grandmother and twinkled many a time to the 
music of El äon. 

When, upon being twitted with her indolence, she 
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suddenly sprang to the front of the stage, and after 
singing an old Spanish love-song to the music of her 
own guitar, danced El Son with all the rhythmic grace 
of the beautiful women of the old gay time, she was no 
longer an actress but an impersonator. The more the 
delighted audience applauded the more poetically she 
danced, the more significantly her long eyes flamed. 
Once when the applause deafened she swayed as if in- 
toxicated. As the dance finished, her red Ups were 
parted. She was panting slightly. 

When the curtain feil Patience rushed into the dress- 
ing-room and embraced her rapturously. "Rosita!" she 
cried, "you were simply, mag-«ij^icent." 

Rosita, who was trembling violently, hung about 
Patience's neck. 

"Oh, Patita!" she gasped. "I was in heaven. I 
never was so happy. You don't know what it is to 
have a hundred people thinking of nothing but you and 
applauding as if they were mad. Oh, I'm going to act, 
act, act forever! I never want to do anything eise. And 
isn't my skin white? I wish I had two necks and four 
arms." 
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xin. 

The next morning prizes were distributed. Patience 
took most of them, but Rosita was still the Sensation of 
the hour, although she had not passed an examination. 
At noon she had a luncheon-party. She sat at the head 
of her table in a white dotted Swiss frock and Roman 
sash, and talked faster than she had ever talked in her 
life before. Altogether she was by no means the Rosita 
of twenty-four hours ago. 

Mrs. Thrailkill had prepared a luncheon of old-time 
Spanish dishes, and hovered, large and brown and 
placid, about a table loaded with 'chickens under 
mounds of yellow rice, tamales, and dulces. Patience, 
between Manuela and a young cousin of Rosita's, was 
not unhappy. Her prizes lay on the window-seat, she 
liked good things, and was infected with the gaiety of 
the hour. Tme, she wore her old muslin frock and a 
plaid sash made from an ancient gown of her mother's, 
and the rest of the girls looked like a bed of newly 
blossomed flowers; but at fifteen the spirits rise high 
above trifles. 

When she started for home she was as light of heart 
as her more favoured mates; but in the wood a dire 
afHiction smote her. One of her teeth began to ache. 
She had seen her mother many times with head tied up 
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and distorted face, and had wondered scomfully how 
anyone could make a fuss about a mere tooth. Now, 
however, when her own suddenly feit as if impaled on 
a needle, she uttered a loud wail, and ran toward home 
as fast as her legs could carry her. She found her 
mother similarly aülicted, and a bettle of drops on the 
kitchen table. Mrs. Sparhawk condescended to apply 
the remedy, and the agony lefl as suddenly as it had 
come. 

After supper Patience went over to her tower, and 
as ever floated between Carmel Valley and the stars, 
enveloped with warm ether, which swirled to towers and 
turrets inhabited by a projection of herseif which she 
saw only as a lover. Unfortunately all this rapture was 
enacted in a strong draught Even Solomon uttered a 
sound once or twice which resembled a sneeze. Again 
Patience's tooth was punctured by a red-hot needle. 
Her Castles vanished. She caught her cheek with her 
hand, stumbled down the winding stair, and flew across 
the Valley, the needle devdoping into a screw. 

The house was quiet, the kitchen dark. She lit a 
candle and searched frantically for the drops. They 
were not to be found. Then it occurred to her that her 
mother must have taken them to her room, and she ran 
up the stair. 
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XIV. 

• 

At dawn next morning Patience found herseif on the 
summit of the mountain behind the house. Her pro- 
gress thither had skimmed the surface of memory and 
left no trace. 

The sea was grey, the sky was grey. A grey mist 
moved in the valley. Beyond, the wood on the hill 
loomed in faint black outline. The birds in the trees, 
the seaguUs on the rocks, the very ocean itself, were 
locked in the heavy sleep of early morning. Once, from 
the tower of the Mission, came the plaintive hooting of 
the owl. 

After a time Patience plucked a number of stickers 
from her stockings, and wiped blood from her torn hands 
with a large leaf wet with dew. She clasped her hands 
inertly about her knees and stared down upon the ocean. 
Horror was in her sunken eyes. The skin of her face 
looked faded and old. Her nose and chin were as 
pinched as the features of the dead. She did not look 
like the same child. Nor was she. 

Her eyes closed heavily, her head dropped. She 
roused herseif. She feit that she had no right to do 
anything again so natural as to sleep. But suddenly 
she toppled over and lay motionless; until the sun sent 
its slanting rays under her eyelids. Then she stretched 
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herself lazily, rubbing her eyes, and smiling as children 
do when waking. But the smile froze to a ghastly 
grin. 

She raised herself stiffly and descended the mountain, 
clinging to the bnish, the stones rolling from beneath 
her feet. She ran across the valley and plunged into 
the puie-woods, but did not linger in those fragrant 
aisles. 

When she reached the edge of the town she paused 
and half tumed back; but there was one thing she 
dreaded more than to meet the people of Monterey, and 
she went on. 

She skirted the town and made her way toward the 
Custom House by a roundabout path. She passed a 
group of boys, and averted her head with a gesture of 
loathing. One boy, a gallant admirer, ran after her. 

"Patience!" he cried, "wait a minute." But Patience 
took to her heels and never paused until she reached 
the Custom House. The perplexed knight stood still 
and whistled. 

"Well," he exclaimed to his jeering comrades, "I 
always knew Patience Sparhawk was a crank, but this 
lets me out." 

Patience stood for a few moments on the rocks, 
then went slowly to the library and opened the door. 
Mr. Foord sat by the fire. He looked up with a 
smile. 

"Ah, it's you," he said. "Pm very proud of you. — 
Why, what's the matter?" 
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Patience, her eyes fixed on the floor, took a chair 
opposite him. 

"What is it, Patience?" 

She did not look up. She could not. Finally 
she moved her face from him and stared at the 
mantel. 

"Fve left home," she said. "Pd like to stay here 
for awhile." 

"Why, of course you can stay here. I'll teil Lola to 
put a cot in her room. But what is the matter? Has 
your mother been drinking again?" 

"I don't know." 

"Has she Struck you again?" 

"No." 

"Well, what is it, my dear child? You know that 
you are always more than welcome here; but you must 
have some excuse for leaving home." 

"I have an excuse. I can't teil it. Please don't say 
anything more about it. I don't think she'll send for 
me." 

"Well, well, perhaps you'll teil me after a time. 
Meanwhile make yourself at home." 

He was much puzzled, but reflected that Patience 
was not like other children; and he knew Mrs. Sparhawk's 
commanding talent for making herseif disagreeable. 
Still, he was shocked at her appearance; and as the 
day wore on and she would not meet his eye, but sat .' / 
staring at the floor, his uneasy mind glimpsed ugly pos-. .^ />/ 
sibilities. At dinner she ate littie and did not raise her ' ' 
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eyes from her plate, although she made a few common- 
place remarks. 

At four o'clock Billy, the buggy, and a farm hand 
stopped before the Custom House. The man handed a 
note to Lola, asking her to give it to Patience. 

The note read: 

" You come home — hear? If you don*t, I'll see that you do. 

M. Sparhawk. 

Patience went out to the man, who still sat in the 
buggy. "Teil her," she said, looking at Billy, "that I'm 
not going home, — not now nor at any other time. Just 
make her understand that I mean it." 

The man stared, but nodded and drove off. 



XV. 

At midnight Patience was awakened by a frantic 
clamour in the street. "Those dreadful Bohemians," 
she thought sleepily, then sat up with thumping heart. 

"They say your name, nina, no?" said Lola, whose 
sonorous slumbers had also been disturbed. 

Patience slipped to the floor and looked through the 

window. The moon flooded the old town. The ruined 

-fort on the hill had never looked more picturesque, the 

pines above more calm. In the hollow near the blue 

waters the white arms of Junipero Serra's cross seemed 
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extended in benediction. The old adobes were young 
for the hour. One might fancy Isabel Herrara Walking 
down from the long house on the hill, her reboso flutter- 
ing in the night wind, old Pio Pico, glittering with jewels, 
beside her. 

And in the wide street before the Custom House, 
surrounded by a hooting mob, the refuse of the saloons, 
was a cursing gesticulating woman. Her black hair 
was unbound, her garment tom. She flung her fists in 
the face of those that sought to hold her. 

"Patience Sparhawk!" she shriekedi "Patience Spar- 
hawk! Come down here to your mother. Come down 
here this minute. Come, I say," and a volley of oaths 
foUowed, greeted with a loud cackling laugh by the 
rabble. 

Patience saw Mr. Foord, clad in his dressing-gown, 
go forth. She flung on her clothes hastily and ran 
down the stair. Her mother and Mr. Foord were in 
the kitchen. 

"Oh, she'U come back," Mrs. Sparhawk was saying. 
"PH see to that. How do you like a row under your 
Windows? Well, Pll come here every night unless she 
comes home. You'll put me in the Home of the 
Inebriates, will you? Think she'll like to have that 
Said of her mother when she's grown up? Not Patience 
Sparhawk. I know her weak point. She's as proud 
as hell, and I'm not afraid of going to any Home of 
the Inebriates." 

Patience pushed open the door. "Pm going with 
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you," she said. "Now get out of this house as fast as 
you can." 

"Oh, Patience," exclaimed Mr. Foord. His old 
cheeks were splashed with tears. 

"Oh, I'm so sorry. Pm so sorry," said Patience, 
her hands clenching and quivering. "I didn't think 
she'd do this, or I wouldn't have stayed. Whät a retum 
for all your kindness!" 

"Patience," said the old gentleman, "promise me 
that you will come to see me to-morrow. Promise, or 
I shall not let you go. She can do her worst." 

"Well, PH come." 

She ordered her mother to follow her out of the 
back door that they might avoid the expectant mob. 
Mrs. Sparhawk walked unsteadily, but received no as- 
sistance from her daughter. If she had fallen, Patience 
could not have forced herseif to touch her. Had the 
woman been a reeling mass of physical corruption, a 
leper, a small-pox scab, the girl could not have shrunken 
farther from her. 

They did not speak until they ascended the hill be- 
hind the town and entered the woods. Patience never 
recalled that night without inhaling the balsamic odour 
of the pines, the heavy perfume of forest lilies, without 
seeing the great yellow stars through the uplifted arms 
of the trees. It was a night for love, and its guest 
was hate. 

No more terrible conversation ever took place be- 
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tween mother and daughter. After that night they 
never spoke again. 



XVI. 

The next morning Patience, after breakfast, carried 
a pair of tongs and a newspaper up to her room. She 
spread the newspaper on the table, then with the tongs 
extracted Byron from beneath the bed and laid it on 
the paper. She wrapped it up and tied it securely 
without letting her hands come in contact with the 
Cover. That same aftemoon she carried the book to the 
Custom House and threw it behind a row of tall volumes 
in one of the cases. Long after, Mr. Foord found it 
there and wondered. He was not at home when she 
arrived. When he retumed she was deep in his arm- 
chair, reading Gibbon's "Rome." He was not without 
tact, and determined at once to ignore the events of the 
previous day and night. 

"What!" he exdaimed, "are you really giving 
poor old Gibbon a trial at last? And after all your 
abuse? But perhaps you won't find him so dry, 
after all." 

"I wish to read what is dry," said Patience. "Pm 
going to take a course in ancient history." 

"No more poetry and novels?" 

"Not a line." She spoke harshly, and compelled 
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herself to meet Mr. Foord's eyes. Her own were as 
hard and as cold as steel. All the soft dreaming light 
of the past two months had gone out of them. They 
were the eyes neither of a girl nor of a woman. They 
looked the eyes of a sexless intellect. 

Patience had done the one thing which a girl of 
fifteen can do when crushed with problems; she had 
twitched her Shoulders and flung them off. She com- 
prehended that her intellect was her best friend, and 
plunged her racked head into the hard facts which re- 
quired utmost concentration of mind. The sweet vague 
dreams of the past were tumed from in loathing. If 
she thought of them at all it was with fierce resentment 
that she had become conscious of her womanhood. The 
stranger was thrust out of memory. She went no more 
to the tower. The owl hooted in his loneliness, and 
she drew the bed-clothes over her ears. When she 
walked through the woods, to and from the town, she 
recited Gibbon in Synopsis. She spent the day in 
Mr. Foord's library, retuming home in time to get supper. 
She did her household duties mechanically, and the 
eyes of mother and daughter never met. The man 
Oscar kept out of her way. 

Miss Galpin had gone to San Francisco and would 
return no more: she was to marry. Rosita was visiting 
in Santa Barbara. Manuela, now a young lady, was 
devoting the greater part of her time to the Hotel Del 
Monte, where the flower and vegetables of San Francisco 
gather in summer. She went up to the tanks in the 
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moming and to the dances in the evening; and informed 
Patience, one day as they met on the street, that she 
was having a perfectly gorgeous time, and had met a 
man who was too lovely for words. 

The long hot days and the foggy nights wore slowly 
away. Patience grew thinner, her face harder. Mr. Foord 
did his best to divert her, but his resources were limited. 
She peremptorily forbade him to allude to the romance 
of Monterey, and he took her out in his old buggy and 
talked of Gibbon's "Rome." 

Once they drove through the grounds of Del Monte, 
— the trim artificial grounds that are such an anomaly 
in that valley of memories. On the long veranda of the 
great hotel of airy architecture people sat in the bright 
attire of summer. Matrons rocked and gossiped; girls 
talked eagerly to languid youths that sat on the railing. 
It was all as unreal to Patience as the fairyland of her 
childhood, when she had hunted for fays and elves in 
the wood. She stared at the scene angrily, for the first 
time feeling the sting of the social bee. 

"A vain frivolous life those people lead," remarked 
Mr. Foord, who disapproved of The World. "A waste 
of time and God's best gifts, which makes them selfish 
and heartless. Empty heads and hollow hearts." 

But Patience, gazing at those girls in their gay 
dainty attire, the like of which she had never seen be- 
fore, experienced a sudden violent wish to be of them, 
empty head, hollow heart, and all. They looked happy 
and free of care. The very atmosphere of the veranda 
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Patience without another word tumed and ran back 
to the woods. She ran until she was exhausted, more 
horrified at herseif than she had been at any of her 
unhappy experiences. After a time she feil among the 
dry pine-needles, her good, as she expressed it, still 
trying to fight down her bad. She feit that the demon 
possessing her would have sung aloud had she not held 
it by the throat. She conjured up all the horrible de- 
tails of her mother's death and ordered her soul to 
pity; but her brain remarked coldly that her mother 
had probably feit nothing. She imagined the charred 
corpse, but it only ofFended her artistic sense. 

Finally she feil asleep. The day was far gone when 
she awoke. She lay for a time staring at the dim 
arches above her, listening to the night voices she had 
once loved so passionately. At last she drew a deep 
sigh. 

"I might just as well face the truth," she said aloud. 
"Tm glad, and that's the end of it. It's wicked and 
Pm sorry; but what is, is, and I can't help it We're 
not all made alike." 
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XVIII. 

Patience was once more installed in Lola's room. 
Mr. Foord applied for letters of guardianship, which 
were granted at once. But as he had feared, she was 
left without a penny. He wrote to his half-sister, ask- 
ing her if she would take Charge of his ward. Miss 
Tremont replied in enthusiastic affirmation. Miss Galpin 
invited Patience to spend two weeks with her in San 
Francisco, ofFering to resplenish the girPs wardrobe with 
several of her own old frocks made over. 

Those two weeks seemed to Patience the mad whirl 
of excitement of which she had read in novels. She 
had never seen a city before, and the very cable cars 
fascinated her. To glide up and down the hills was to 
her the poetry of science. The straggling city on its 
hundred hills, the crowded streets and gay shop Win- 
dows, the theatres, the re^taurants, China Town, the 
beautiful bay with its bare colorous hills, surprised her 
into admitting that life appeared to be quite well worth 
living afler all. When she retumed to Monterey she 
talked so fast that Mr. Foord clapped his hands to his 
ears, and Rosita listened with expanded eyes. 

"Ay, if I could live in San Francisco!" she said, 
plaintively. "I acted all summer, Patita, but I got 
tired of the same people, and I want to go to the big 
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theatres and see the real ones do it Pd like to hear 
a great big house applauding, only I'd be so jealous of 
the leading lady." 

Patience was to Start, immediately aller Christmas, 
by steamer for New York. Mr. Foord spent the last 
days giving her much good advice. He said httle of 
his own sorrow to part from her. Once he had been 
tempted to keep her for the short time that remained 
to him, but had put the temptation aside with the sad 
resignation of old age. He knew Patience's imperative 
need of new impressions in these her plastic years. 

The day before she left she went over to Carmel to 
say good-bye to Solomon. He flapped his wings with 
delight, although he could not see her, and nestled 
close to her side in a manner quite unlike his haughty 
habit. Patience thought he looked older and greyer, 
and his wings had a dgected droop. She took him 
in her arms with an impulse of tendemess, and this 
time he did not repulse her. 

"Poor old Solomon," she said, "I suppose you are 
lonely and forlorn in your old age, but this old tower 
wouldn't be what it is without you. It's too bad I 
can't write to you as I can to my two or three other 
friends, and you'll never know I haven't forgotten you, 
poor old Solomon. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I wonder 
if owls do sufFer too. You look so wise and venerable, 
perhaps you are thinking that lonely old age is terrible 
-^as I know Mr. Foord does." 

Solomon pecked at her mildly. Her gaze wandered 
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out over the ocean. She wondered if a thousand years 
had passed since she had dreamed her dreams. Their 
very echoes came from the mountains of Space. 

When she went away Solomon followed her to the 
head of the stair. She looked upward once and saw 
him Standing there, with drooping wings and head a 
httle bent. The darkness of the stair gave him vision, 
and he fluttered his wings expectantly, as she paused 
and lifted her face to him. But when she did not 
return he walked with great dignity to his accustomed 
place against the wall, nor even lifted up his voice in 
protest 

The next morning Rosita accompanied her to the 
Station and wept loudly as the train approached. But 
Patience did not cry until she stood in her state-room 
with Mr. Foord. 
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Patience watched the dusty hüls of San Francisco, 
the sparkling bay alive with sail and spar, the pink moun- 
tains of the far coast ränge, the brown hills opposite the 
grey city, willowed and gulched and bare, the forts on 
rock and points, until the wild lurching of the steamer- 
over the bar directed her attention to the unhappy 
passengers. In a short while she had not even these 
to amuse her, nothing but a grey piain and empty dedcs. 
At first she feit a waif in Space; but soon a delightful 
sense of independence stole over her, of freedom from 
all the ills and responsibilities of life. The land world 
might have collapsed lipon its fiery heart, so little could 
it affect her while that waste of waters slid under the 
horizon. 

The few passengers came forth restored in a day or 
two. A husband and wife and several children did not 
interest Patience; neither did the captain's wife, in 
whose Charge she was. A young girl with a tangle of 
yellow hair under a sailor hat was more inviting, but she 
flirted industriously with the purser and took not the 

7* 
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slightest notice of Patience. Her invalid mother re- 
clined languidly in a steamer chair and read the novels 
of E. P. Roe. 

The only other passenger was an elderly gentleman 
who read books in white Covers neatly lettered with 
black which fascinated Patience. She was beginning to 
long for books. The invalid lent her a Roe, but she 
retumed it half unread. As the old gentleman had 
never addressed her, did not seem to be aware of her 
existence, she could hardly expect a similar courtesy 
from him. 

She was glowering upon universal stupidity one 
morning when he appeared on deck with a carpet bag, 
from which, after comfortably establishing himself in 
his steamer chair, he took little white volume after 
little white volume. Patience*s curiosity overcame her. 
She went forward slowly and stood before him. He 
looked up sharply. His black eyes, piercing from their 
shaggy arches, made her twitch her head as if to fling 
aside some penetrative force. His very beard, silver 
though it was, had a fierce sidewise twist His nose 
was füll nostrilled and drooped scomfully. The spec- 
tades he wore served as a sort of lens for the fire of 
his extraordinary eyes. 

«Well?" he Said gruffly. 

"Please, sir," said Patience, humbly, "will you lend 
me a book?" 

"Book? I don't carry children's literature round 
with me." 
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"I don't read children's literature." 

"Oh, you don't? Well, not 'The Chatterbox,' I 
suppose; but I have nothing of Pansy's nor yet of The 
Duchess." 

"I wouldn't read them if you had," cried Patience, 
angrily. "Perhaps Pve read a good many books that 
you haven't re-read so long ago yourself. Pve read 
Dickens and Thackeray and Scott, and," with a shudder, 
"Gibbon*s *Rome' and Thiers' Trench Revolution.'" 

"Oh, you have? Well, I beg your pardon. Sit 
down, and TU see if I can find something for a young 
lady of your surprising attainments." 

Patience, too pleased to resent sarcasm, applied her- 
seif to his elbow. 

"Why are they all bound alike?" she asked. 

"This is the Tauchnitz edition of notable English 
and American books. How is this?" He handed her 
a volume of Grace Aguilar. 

"No, sir! I've tried her, and she's a greater bore 
than Jane Austen." 

"Oh, you want a love-story, I suppose?" His ac- 
centuation was fairly sardonic. 

"No, I don't," she said with an intonation which 
made him tum and regard her with interest Then 
once more he explored his bag. 

"Will this suit you?" He held out a copy of 
Carlyle's "French Revolution." 

Patience groaned. "Didn't I teil you I'd read 
Thiers'?" 
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"This isn't Thiers'. Try it" And he took no 
further notice of her. 

Patience opened the volume, and in a few moments 
was absorbed. There was something in the storm and 
blare of the style which Struck a responsive chord. She 
did not raise her head until dinner-time. She scarcely 
spoke until she had finished the volume, and then only 
to ask for the second. For several days she feit as if 
the atmosphere was charged with dynamite, and jumped 
when anyone addressed her. The owner of the Tauch- 
nitz watched her curiously. When she had finished the 
second volume she told him that she did not care for 
anything more at present. She leaned over the railing 
most of the day, watching the waves. Toward sunset 
the gentleman called peremptorily, — 

"Come here." 

Patience stood before his chair. 

"Well, what do you think of it?" he demanded. 
"Teil me exactly what your impressions are." 

"I feel as if there was an earthquake in my skull 
and all sorts of pictures flying about, and exploded 
pieces of drums and trumpets, and kings and queens. 
I think Carlyle ipust have been made on purpose to 
write the French Revolution. It was — as if — there was 
a great picture of it made on the atmosphere, and when 
he was born it passed into him." 

"Upon my word," he said, "you are a degree or two 
removed from the letters of bread and milk. You are 
a very remarkable kid. Sit down." 
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Patience took the chair beside him. "He made my 
head ache," she added. "I feel as if it had been ham- 
mered." 

"I don't wonder. Older heads have feit the same 
way. What's your name?" 

"Patience Sparhawk." 

"Teil me all about yourself." 

"Oh, there isn't much to teil," and she frowned 
heavily. 

"Don't look so tragic — you alarm me. Pm con- 
vinced there is a great deal. Come, I want to know." 

Patience gave a few inane particulars. The old 
gentleman snorted. "It's evident youVe never been 
interviewed," he said grimly. "Now, Pll teil you who 
I am, and then you won't mind talking about yourself. 
There's nothing so catching as egotism. My name is 
James E. Field. I own one of the great newspapers of 
New York, of which I am also editor-in-chief. Do 
you know what that means ? Well, if you don't, let me 
teil you. It is to be a man more powerful than the 
President of the United States, for he can make presi- 
dents, which is something the president himself can't 
do. Hß know^ more about people^s private affairs than 
any of intimate relationship; he has his finger on the 
barometer of his readers' brain; he can make them 
Sensation al or sober, intellectually careless or exacting; 
he can keep them in ignorance of all that is best 
worth knowing of the world's affairs, by snubbing the 
great events and tendencies of the day and vitiating 
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their brain with local crimes and scandals, or he can 
illumine their minds and widen their brain cells by not 
only enlarging upon what every intelligent person should 
wish to know, but by making such matter of profound 
interest; he can ignore science, or enlighten several 
hundred thousand people; he can add to the happi- 
ness of the human race by exposing abuses and hidden 
crime, or he can accept hush money and let the sore 
fester; he can lash the unrest of the lower classes, or 
Chloroform it; he can use the sledge - hammer, the 
rapier, and the vitrioI, or give over his editorial page to 
windy nothings; he can demolish political bosges, or 
prolong their career. In short, his power is greater than 
Alexander's was, for he is a general of minds instead of 
brüte force." 

"My goodness gracious!" exclaimed Patience. "What 
sort of a paper have you got?" 

He laughed. "Wait until you've lived in New York 
awhile and you'U find out. Its name is the *Day,' aud 
it has made a president or two, and made one or two 
others wish they'd never been born. By the way, I 
didn't teil you much about myself, did I? The auxiliary 
subject carried me away. Pm married, and . have 
several sons and daughters, and am off for a rest — 
not from the family, but from the *Day.' IVe been 
round the world. That will do for the present. Teil 
me all about Monterey." 

With consummate skill he extracted the history of 
her sixteen years. On some points she fought him 
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SO obstinately that he inferred what she would not teil. 
He ended by becoming profoundly interested. He 
was a man of enthusiasms, which sometimes wrote 
themselves in vittiol, at others in the milk of human 
kindness. His keen unerring brain, which Patience 
fanded flashed electric. search - lights, comprehended 
that it had stumbled upon a character waging perpetual 
war with the pitiless Law of Circumstance, and that the 
issue might serve as a plot for one of the mental dramas 
of the day. 

"Your experience and the bad blood in you, taken 
in connection with your bright and essentially modern 
mind, will make a sort of intellectual anarchist of you," 
he Said. "I doubt if you take kindly to the domestic 
life. You will probably go in for the social problems, 
and ride some polemical hobby for eight or ten years, 
at the end of which time you will be inclined to look 
upon your sex as the soubrettes of history. Your en- 
thusiasm may make you a faddist, but your common- 
sense may aid you in the perception of several etemal 
tniths which the women of to-day in their blind holt 
have overlooked." 

A moment later he repented his generalisations, for 
Patience had demanded füll particulars. Nevertheless, 
he gave her many a graphic outline of the various 
phases of current history, and was the most potent 
educational force that she had yet encountered. She 
preferred him to books and admired him without re- 
serve, trotting at his heels like a small dog. His 
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unique and virile personality, bis brilliant and imperious 
mind, magnetised the modern essence of which she 
was made. There was nothing of the old-fashioned 
intellectual type about him. He might have induced 
the coining of the word "brainy," — he certainly typed 
it. Although he had the white hair and the accumu- 
lated wisdom of his years, he had the eyes of youth 
and the fist of vigour at any age. One day when two 
natives looked too long upon Patience's blondinity, 
as she and Mr. Field were exploring a banana-grove 
during one of their brief excursions on shore, he 
cracked their skuUs together as if they had been two 
cocoanuts. 

Patience laughed as the blacks dropped sullenly be- 
hind. "How funny that they should admire me," she 
Said. "Pm not pretty." 

"Well, you're white. Besides, there is one thing 
more fasdnating than beauty, and that is a strong in- 
dividuality. It radiates and magnetises." 

"Have I all that?" Patience blushed with delight. 

He laughed good-naturedly. "Yes, III stake a good 
deal that you have. You may even be pretty some day ; 
that is, if you ever get those freckles off." 

Inherent as was her passion for nature, she enjoyed 
the rieh beauty of the tropics the more for the com- 
panionship of a mind skilled in Observation and inter- 
pretation. It was her first mental comprehension of the 
law of duality. 

As they approached New York harbour Mr. Field 
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Said to her: "I think Pll have to make a newspaper 
woman of you. When you have finished your educa- 
tion, don't think of settling down to any such humdrum 
career as that of the school-teacher. Come to me, and 
Pll put you through your paces. If I'm not more mis- 
taken than Pve been yet, I'U tum out a newspaper wo- 
man that will induce a mightier blast of woman's hom. 
Think you'd like it?" 

"Pd like to be with you," said Patience, on the 
verge of tears. "Sha'n't I see you again tili Pm eigh- 
teen?" 

"No, I don't want to see or hear from you again 
until youVe kneaded that brain of yours into some sort 
of shape by three years of hard study. Then I'll go to 
work on a good foundation. You haven't told me if 
you'll take a try at it." 

"Of course I will. Do you think I want to be a 
school-teacher? I should think it would be lovely to be 
a newspaper woman." 

"Well, it isn't exactly lovely, but it is a good train- 
ing in the art of getting along without adjectives. 
Now look round you and Pll explain this harbour; and 
don't you brag any more about your San Frandsco 
harbour." 

They entered through The Narrows, between the two 
toy forts. A few lone sentries paced the crisp snow 
on the heights of Staten Island, and looked in imminent 
danger of tumbling down the perpendicular lawns. The 
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littie stone Windows of the earthen redoubts seemed to 
wink confidently at each other across the water, and 
loomed superciliously above the forts on the water's 
edge. hong Island had the repose of a giant that had 
stretched his limbs in sleep, nnmindful of the temporary 
hamlets on his swelling front. Staten Island curved 
and uplifted herseif coquettishly under her glittering 
garb and crystal woods. Far away the faint line of the 
New Jersey shore, looking like one unbroken city on a 
hundred altitudes, hovered faintly under its mist. The 
river at its base was a silver ribbon between a mirage 
and a stupendous Castle of seven different architectures 
surmounted by a golden dorne — which same was New 
York and the dorne of a newspaper. Then a faint 
fairy-like bridge, delicate as a cobweb, sprang lightly 
across another river to a city of walls with Windows in 
them — which same was Brooklyn. Under the shadow 
of the arches was a baby island fortified with what ap- 
peared to be a large Dutch cheese out of which the 
mice had gnawed their way with much regularity. The 
great bay, blue as liquid sapphire, was alive with craft 
of every design: rowboats scuttled away from the big 
outgoing steamers; sails, white as the snow on the 
heights, bellied in the sharp wind; yellow and red ferry- 
boats gave back long symmetrical curves of white smoke ; 
gaunt ships with naked spars lay at rest. On Liberty 
Island the big girl pointed solemnly upward as if 
reminding the city on the waters of the many mansions 
in the invisible stars. Snow clouds were scudding up- 
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ward from the east, but overhead there was plentiful 
gold and blue. 

Patience gazed through Mr. Field's glass, enraptured, 
and promised not to brag. As they swung toward the 
dock he laid his hand kindly on hers. 

"Now don't think Tm callous," he said, "because 
I part from you without any apparent regret. You are 
going to be in good hands during the rest of your early 
girlhood, and I could be of no assistance to you; and 
I am a very busy man. Let me teil you that you have 
made this month a good deal shorter than it would 
otherwise have been; and when we meet again you 
won't have to introduce yourself. There are my folks, 
and there goes the gang-plank. Cjood-bye, and God 
bless you." 



II. 

Patience leaned over the upper railing, looking at 
the expectant crowd on the wharf, wondering when the 
captain would remember her. She feit a strong incli- 
nation to run after Mr. Field. As he receded up the 
wharf, surrounded by his family, he tumed and waved 
his hand to her. 

"Why couldn't he have been Mr. Foord's brother or 
something?" she thought resentfully. "I think he might 
have adopted me." 
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As the crowd thinned she noticed two elderly women 
Standing a few feet from the vessel, alteraately inspecting 
the landed passengers and the decks. One was a very 
tall, slender and graceful woman, possessed of that subtle 
quality called style, despite her unfashionable attire. In 
her dark regulär face were the remains of beauty, and 
although nervous and anxious, it wore the seal of gentle 
blood. Her large black eyes expressed a auious com- 
mingUng of the Spiritual and the human. She was pro- 
bably sixty years old. At her side was a woman some 
ten years younger, of stouter and less dastic figure, with 
a streng, dark, kind, intelligent face and an utter disregard 
of dress. She carried several bundles. 

"Oh, hasn't she come?" cried the eider woman. 
"Can she have died at sea? I am sure the dear Lord 
wouldn't let anything happen to her. Dear sister, do 
you see her?" 

The other woman, who was also looking everywhere 
except at Patience, replied in a round cheerful voice; 
"No, not yet, but I feel sure she is there. The captain 
hasn't had time to bring her on shore. The Lord teils 
me that it is all right" 

"One of those is Miss Tremont," thought Patience. 
"I may as well go down. They appear to be frightfully 
religious, but they have nice faces." 

She ran down to the lower deck, then across the 
gang-plank. 

"Pm Patience Sparhawk," she said; "are you — " 
The older woman uttered a little cry, caught her in her 
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arms, and kissed her. "Oh, you dear littie thing!" she 
exclaimed, and kissed her again. "How Tve prayed the 
dear Lord to bring you safely, and He has, praise His 
holy name. Oh, I am so glad to see you. I do love 
children so. We'U be so happy together — you and I 
and Him — and, oh, I*m so glad to see you." 

Patience, breathless, but much gratified, kissed her 
warmly 

"Don't forget me," exclaimed the other lady. She 
had a singularly hearty voice and a brilliant smile. 
Patience turned to her dutifully, and received an em- 
phatic kiss. 

"This is my dear friend, my dear sister in the Lord, 
Miss Beale, Patience," said Miss Tremont, flurriedly, "and 
she wanted to see you almost as much as I did." 

"Indeed I did," said Miss Beale, breezily. "I too 
love littie girls." 

"I*m sure you're both very kind," said Patience, 
helplessly. She hardly knew how to meet so much 
effusion. But something cold and old within her seemed 
to warm and thaw. 

"You dear littie thing," continued Miss Tremont. 
"Are you cold? That is a very light coat you have on." 

Patience was not dressed for an eastem winter, but 
her young blood and curiosity kept her warm. 

"Here comes the captain," she said. "Oh, no, I'm 
all right. I like the cold." 

The captain, satisfying himself that his Charge was 
in the proper hands, offered to send her trunk to Maria- 
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ville by express, and Patience, wedged closely between 
the two ladies, boarded a stxeet car. 

"You know," exclaimed Miss Tremont, "I knew the 
Lord would bring you to me safely in spite of the perils 
of the ocean. Every night and every moming I prayed : 
Dear Lord, don't let anything happen to her, — and I 
knew He wouldn't." 

"Does He always do what you teil Hirn?" asked 
Patience. 

"Almost everything I ask Him, — that is to say, when 
He thinks best. Dear Patience, if you knew how He 
looks out for me — and it is well He sees fit, for dear 
knows I have a time taking care of myself. Why, He 
even takes care of my purse. I*m always leaving it 
round, and He always sends it back to me — from 
counters and trains and restaurants and everywhere. 
And when I Start in the wrong direction He always 
whispers in my ear in time. Why, once I had to catch 
a certain train to Philadelphia, where I was to preside 
at a Convention, and I'd taken the wrong street car," and 
when I jumped off and took the right one, the driver 
Said I couldn't possibly get to the ferry in time. So I 
just shut my eyes and prayed; and then I told the driver 
that it would be all right, as I had asked the Lord to 
see that I got there in time. The driver laughed, and 
Said: *W-a-a-l, I guess the Lord '11 gö back on you this 
time.' But I caught that ferry-boat. He — the Lord — 
made it five minutes late. And it's always the same. 
He takes care of me, praised be His name." 
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"You must feel as if He were your husband," said 
Patience, too gravely to be suspected of irreverence. 

«Why, He is. Doesn't the Bible say— " But the 
car began to rattle over the badly paved streets, and the 
quotation was lost 

Patience looked eagerly through the Windows at 
purlieus of indescribable ugliness; but it was New York, 
a city greater than San Francisco, and she found even 
its youtiiful old age picturesque. The dense throng of 
people in Sixth Avenue and the immense shop-windows 
induced expressions of rapture. 

"You don't live here, do you?" she said with a sigh. 

"Oh, Mariaville is much nicer than New York," 
repUed Miss Beale, in her enthusiastic way. "I hate a 
great crowded city. It baffles you so when you try to 
do good." 

"Still they do say that reform work is more systema- 
tised here, dear sister." 

"Forty-second Street," shouted the conductor, and 
they changed cars. A few moments later they were 
pulling out of the Grand Central Station for Mariaville. 

Miss Beale had asked the conductor to turn a seat, 
and Patience faced her new friends. As they left the 
timnel she caught sight of a tiny bow of white ribbon 
each wore on her coat. 

"Why do you wear that?" she asked. 

"Why, we're W. C. T. U's," replied Miss Beale. 

"Wctus?" 

"Temperance cranks," said Miss Tremont, srailing. 

Patience Sparhawk, /, 8 



114 PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 

"Temperance cranks?" 

"Why, have you never heard of the Woman's Chris- 
tian Temperance Union?" asked Miss Beale, a chill 
breathing over her cordial voice. "The movement has 
reason to feel encouraged all through the West." 

"Pve never heard of it. They don't have it in 
Monterey, and Pve not been much in San Francisco." 

"She's such a child," said Miss Tremont. "How 
could she know of it out there? But now I know she 
is going to be one of our very best Y*s." 

"Y's?" asked Patience*, helplessly. She wondered 
if this was the "fad" Mr. Field had predicted for her, 
then recalled that he had alluded once to the "Tem- 
perance movement," but could not remember his ex- 
planation, if he had made any. Doubtless she had 
evaded a disagreeable topic. But now that it was 
evidently to be a part of her new life she made no at- 
tempt to stem Miss Tremont's enthusiasm. 

"The Y's are the young women.of the Union; we 
are the W's. It is our lifework, Patience, and I am sure 
you will become as much interested in it as we are, and 
be proud to wear the white ribbon. We have done so 
much good, and expect to do much more, with the dear 
Lord's help. It is slow work, but we shall conquer in 
the end, for He is with us." 

"What do you do, — forbid people to seil liquor?" 

Both ladies laughed. They were not without humour, 
and their experience had developed it. "No," said Miss 
Tremont, "we don't waste our time like that." She 
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gave an enthusiastic account of what the Union had 
accomplished. Her face glowed; her fine head was 
thrown back; her dark eyes sparkled. Patience thought 
she must have been a beautiful girl. She had a füll 
voice with odd notes of protest and imperious demand 
which puzzled her young Charge. One would have 
supposed that she was constantly imploring favours, and 
yet her air suggested natural hauteur, unexterminated 
by cultivated humility. 

"I should think it was a good idea," said Patience, 
with perfect sincerity. 

"Oh, there's dear Sister Watt," cried Miss Tremont, 
and she rose precipitately, and crossing the aisle sat 
down beside a carewom anxious-eyed woman who also 
wore the white ribbon. 

"Come over by me until Miss Tremont comes back," 
said Miss Beale, with her brilliant smile. "Teil me, 
don't you love her already? Oh, you have no idea 
how good she is. She is heart and soul in her work, 
and just lives for the Lord. She sometimes visits twenty 
poor families a week, besides her Temper ance class, 
her sewing school, her Bible-Readings, her Bible-Class, 
and all the religious sodeties, of which she is the most 
active worker. She is also the Mariaville agent for 
the Society for Prevention of Cruelty to Children, and 
trustee of the Bible-Society. You should hear her pray, 
I have heard all the great revivalists, but I have never 
heard anything like Miss Tremont's prayers. How I 
envy you living with her! You'll hear her twice a day, 

8* 
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and sometimes oftener. She has a nice house on the 
outskirts of Mariaville. Her father left it to her twenty 
years ago, and she dedicated it tx> the Lord at once. It 
is headquarters for church meetings of all sorts. She 
has a Bible-reading one aflemoon a week. Anyone can 
go, even a servant, for Miss Tremont, like all tnie fol- 
lowers of the Lord, is hnmble." 

Patience reflected that she had never seen anyone 
look less humble than Miss Beale. In spite of her old 
frock she conveyed with unmistakable if unconscious 
emphasis that she possessed wealth and fiill knowledge 
of its power. 

"You look so happy," Patience said, her curiosity 
regarding Miss Tremont blunted for the present "Are 
you?" 

"Happy? Of course I am. Pve never known an 
iinhappy moment in my life. When my dear parents 
died, I only envied them. And have I not perfect 
health? Is not every moment of my time occupied? — 
why, I only sleep six hours out of the twenty-four. And 
Him. Do I not work for Him, and is He not always 
with me?" 

"They are so funny about God," thought Patience. 
"She talks as if He were her beau; and Miss Tremont 
as if He were her old man she*d been jogging along 
with for forty years or so. — Do you live alone?" she 
asked. 

"Yes — that is, I board." 

"And don't you ever feel lonesome?" 
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"Never. Is not He always with me?" Her strong 
brown face was suddenly illuminated. "Is He not my 
lover? Is He not always at my side, encouraging me 
and whispering of His love, night and day? Why, I 
can almost hear His voice, feel His hand. How could 
I be lonesome even on a desert island with no work 
to do?" 

Patience gasped. The extraordinary simplicity of 
this woman of fifty fascinated her whom Ufe and 
heredity had made so complex. But she moved rest- 
lessly, and feit an impulse to thrust out her legs and 
arms. She had a Sensation of being swamped in re- 
ligion. 

"I shouldn't think you'd like boarding," she said 
irrelevantly. 

"I don't like it particularly, but it gives me more 
time for my work. I make myself comfortable, I can 
teil you, for I have my own bed with two splendid 
mattresses, — my landlady's are the hardest things you 
ever feit, — and all my own fumiture and knick-knacks. 
And I have my own tub, and every moming even in 
dead of winter, I take a cold bath. And I don't wear 
corsets — " 

"Mariaville," called the conductor. 

"Oh, here we are," cried Miss Tremont. She made 
a wild dive for her umbrella and bag, seized Patience 
by the hand, and rushed up the aisle, foUowed leisurely 
by Miss Beale. 

The snow was falling heavily. Patience had watched 
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it drift and swirl over the Hudson, and should have 
liked to give it her undivided attention. 

As they left the Station they were greeted by a chorus 
of shrieks: "Have a sleigh? Have a sleigh?" 

"What do you think, sister?" asked Miss Tremont, 
dubiously. "Do you think Patience can walk two miles 
in this snow? I don't like to spend money on luxuries 
that I should give to the Lord." 

"Perhaps the sleigh man needs it," said Patience, 
who had no desire to walk two miles in a driving storm. 

"We'd better have a sleigh," said Miss Beale, de- 
cidedly. "We will each pay half." 

"But why should you pay half," said Miss Tre- 
mont, in her protesting voice, "when there are three 

of US?" 

"I will pay for myself," said Patience. "Mr. Foord 
gave me a twenty doUar gold piece, and I haven't 
spent it." 

"Oh, dear child!" exclaimed Miss Tremont. "As if 
rd let you." 

"Come, get in," said Miss Beale; "well be snowed 
under, here." 

And a few minutes later Patience, on the front seat, 
was enjoying her first sleigh-ride. She slid down under 
the für robe, and winking the snow stars from her 
lashes, looked out eagerly upon Mariaville. The town 
rose from the Hudson in a succession of irregulär pre- 
cipitous terraces. The trees were skelelons, the houses 
old, but the effect was very picturesque; and the dancing 
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crystals, the faint music of bells from far and near, the 
wide, steep streets, delighted a mind magnetic for novelty. 

They left Miss Beale before a pretty house, Standing 
in a frozen garden, then climbed to the top of a hill, 
slid away to the edge of the town, and drew rein before 
an old-fashioned white one-winged house, which stood 
well back in a neglected yard behind walnut-trees and 
hemlocks. Beyond, closing the town, were the stark 
woods. Opposite was a prim little grove in which the 
snow Stars were dancing. 

"Here we are," said Miss Tremont, climbing out 
"Welcome home, Patience dear." She paid the man, 
and hurried down the path. The door was opened by 
an elderly square-faced woman,. who looked sharply at 
Patience, then smiled graciously. 

"Patience, this is Ellen. She takes good care of me. 
Come in. Come in." 

The narrow hall ran through the main building, and 
was unfumished but for a table and the stair. Miss 
Tremont led the way into a large double room of com- 
fortable temperature, although no fire was visible. Bright 
red curtains covered the Windows, a neat black carpet 
sprinkled with flowers the floor. The chairs were stiffly 
arranged, but upholstered cheerfuUy, the tables and 
mantels crowded with an odd assortment of cheap and 
handsome Ornaments. The papered walls were a rao- 
saic of family portraits. In the back parlour were a 
bookcase, a piano piled high with hymn-books, and a 
dozen or so queer little pulpit chairs. A door opened 
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from the front parlour into a faded but hospitable 
dining-room. 

Patience for the first time in her life experienced 
the enfolding of the home atmosphere, an experience 
denied to many for ever and ever. She tumed impul- 
sively, and throwing her arms about Miss Tremont, 
kissed and hugged her. 

"Somehow I feel all made over," she said apologetic- 
ally, and getting very red. "But it is so nice — and you 
are so nice — and oh, it is all so difFerent!" 

And Miss Tremont, enraptured, first wished that this 
forlom homely little waif was her very own, then vowed 
that neither should ever remember that she was not, 
and half carried her up to the bedroom prepared for 
her, a white fresh little room overlooking the shelving 
town. 



III. 

The next aflemoon a sewing woman came and cut 
down an old-fashioned but handsome fur-lined cloak of 
Miss Tremont's to Patience's diminutive needs. When 
Miss Tremont returned home, after a hard day's work, 
she brought with her a hood, a pair of woollen gloves, 
and a pair of arctics; and Patience feit that she could 
weather a New York winter. 

But Patience gave little attention to her clothes. 
When she was not watching the snow she was studying 
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the steady stream of people who called at all hours, 
and invariably talked "churdi" and "temperance." The 
atmosphere was so charged with religion that she was 
haiinted by an uneasy prescience of a violent explosion 
during which Miss Tremont and her friends would sail 
upward, leaving her among the dibris. 

Her coat finished, she went in town with Miss Tre- 
mont to Temperance Hall. The snow had ceased to 
fall. The sun rode solitary on a cold blue sky, the 
ground was white and hard. The bare trees glittered 
in their crystal garb, idcles jewelled the eaves of the 
houses. The telegraph wires, studded with pendent 
spheres, looked like a vast diamond necklace of many 
strings which only Nature was mighty enough to wear. 
The hills were snowdrifls. The Hudson, far below, 
moved sluggishly linder great blocks of ice. The Pali- 
sades were black and white. Miss Tremont and Patience 
walked rapidly, their frozen breath waving before them 
in fantastic shapes. It was all very delightful to Patience, 
who thrust her hands into her deep pockets and would 
have scorned to ride. At times she danced; new blood, 
charged with electricity, seemed shooting through her 
veins. Miss Tremont's older teeth clattered occasionally. 
She bent forward slightly, her brow contracted over eyes 
which seemed ever seeking something, her long legs 
carrying her swiflly and with surprising grace. Patience 
had solved the enigma of her voice after hearing her 
pray, and she supposed that her eyes were on loyal 
watch for the miseries of the world. 
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After a time they descended an almost perpendicular 
hin to the business part of the town. Beyond a few 
level streets the ground rose again, wooded and thickly 
built upon. On the left was another hill, which, Miss 
Tremont informed her, was Hog Heights, the quarter of 
the poor. 

The streets in the Valley twisted and doubled like 
the curves of an angry python. In the centre was a 
Square which might have been called Rome, since all 
ways led to it. 

Temperance Hall, a buildingof Christian-likehumility, 
stood on a back street flanked by many low-browed 
Shops. On the first floor were the parlour, reading- 
room, and refectory, on the second a large hall, on the 
third bedrooms. The hall was already half füll of boys 
and girls, kept in order by the matron, Mrs. Blair, a 
middle-aged woman with the expression of one who 
Stands no nonsense. 

"Now, Patience," said Miss Tremont, "you listen 
attentively, and next time you can take Mrs. Blair's 
place." 

The occasion was the weekly assemblage of the 
Loyal Legion children, who were being educated in 
the ways of temperance. Miss Tremont opened with 
the Lord's Prayer, which she invested with all its mean- 
ing; then the children sang from a temperance hymn- 
book, and the lesson began. Miss Tremont read a 
series of questions appurtenant to the inevitable results 
of unholy indulgence, to which Mrs. Blair read the 
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answers, which in turn were repeated by the children. 
Then they sang "Down with King Alcohol," a minister 
came in and made a dramatic address, and the children, 
some of whom were attentive and some extremely naughty, 
filed out. 

"I only come on alteraate Fridays," said Miss 
Tremont, as they went downstairs; "Sister Beale takes 
the other. Come and see our reading-room. These 
are our boarders," indicating several prim old maids 
that sat in the front room by the window. 

In the dining-room a half-dozen tramps were imbib- 
ing free soup. The reading-room was empty. 



IV. 

Before a week had passed Patience was so busy 
that her old life slept as heavily as a bear in winter. 
She passed her difficult examinations and entered the High 
School, selecting the three years course, which included 
French, German, mathematics, the sciences, literature, 
and rhetoric. 

The recesses and evenings were spent in study, the 
afternoons in assisting Miss Tremont; occasionally she 
snatched an hour to write to her friends in California. 
Besides the temperance work, she had a class in the 
church sewing school, kept the books of various societies, 
and occasionally visited the poor on Hog Heights. The 
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work did not interest her, but she was glad to satis- 
factorily repay Miss Tremont's hospitality. But had she 
wished to protest she would have realised its useless- 
ness: she was carried with the tide. It might be said 
that Miss Tremont was the tide. Her enthusiasm had 
no reflex action, and tore through obstacles like a mill- 
race. When night came she was so weary that more 
than once Patience oflfered to put her to bed; but the 
offer was declined with a curious mixture of reUgious 
fervour and hauteur. Miss Tremont had none of the 
ordinary vanity of woman, but she resented the Imputa- 
tion that she could not work for the Lord as ardently 
at sixty as she had at forty. 

When she prayed Patience listened with bated 
breath. A torrent of eloquence boiled from her Ups. 
All the shortcomings and needs of unregenerate Maria- 
ville, individual and coUective, were laid down with a 
vehement precision which could leave the Lord little 
doubt of His obligations. The Temperance Cause was 
rehearsed with a passion which would have thrilled 
the devil. Sounding through all was a whoUy unself- 
conscious note of command, as when one pleads with 
the pocket of an intimate friend for some worthy 
cause. 

Patience saw so many disreputable people at this 
time that her mother's pre-eminence was extinguished. 
They had a habit of commanding the hospitalities of 
Miss Tremont^s barn, sure of two meals and a night's 
lodging. Miss Tremont insisted upon their attendance 
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at evening prayers, and Patience assumed the task of 
persuading them to clean up. Her methods were less 
gentle than Miss Tremont's: when they refused to wash 
she tumed the hose on them. 

Projected suddenly into the dry bracing cold of an 
eastem winter she quickly became robust. Before 
spring had come, her back was straight and a faint 
colour was in her rounding cheeks. If there had been 
time to think about it, or anyone to teil her, she would 
have discovered that she was growing pretty. But at 
this time, despite the distant advances of the High 
School boys, Patience foimd no Idsure for vanity. 
Sometimes she paused long enough to wonder if she 
had any individuality left; if environment was not stronger 
than heredity after all; if immediate impressions could 
not ever efface those of the past, no matter how deeply 
the latter may have been etched into the plastic mind. 
But she was quite consdous that she was happy, 
despite the vague restlessness and longings of youth. 
She loved Miss Tremont with all the sudden expan- 
sion* of a long repressed temperament endowed with a 
tragic capadty for passionate aflfection. In Monterey 
the iron mould of reserve into whidi drcumstance had 
forced her nature, had cramped and warped what love 
she had feit for Mr. Foord and Rosita; but in this novel 
atmosphere, where love enfolded her, where everybody 
respected her, and knew nothing of her past, where 
there was not a word nor an occurrence to remind her 
of the ugly experiences of her young life, she quickly 
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became a normal being, living, belatedly, along the large 
and generous lines of her nature. 

She had no friends of her own age with whom to 
discuss the problems dear to the heart of developing 
woman. The girls at the High School rarely talked 
during recess, and she left hurriedly the moment the 
scholars were dismissed for the day. The "Y's" she 
persistently refused to join, as well as the young people's 
societies of Miss Tremont's churdi. 

"Pll be your helper in everything," she said to her 
perplexed guardian; "but those girls bore me, and, you 
know, I really haven't time for them.*' 

And Miss Tremont, despite the fact that Patience 
gave no sign of spiritual thaw, was the most doting of 
old maid parents. After the first few weeks she ceased 
to dig in Patience's soul for the stunted seeds of 
Christianity, finding that she only irritated her, and 
tnisting to the daily sprinkling of habit and example to 
promote their ultimate growth. 



V. 

With summer came a cessation of school, Loyal 
Legion, and sewing school duties; but the Poor took 
no vacation and gave none. Nevertheless, Patience had 
far more leisure, and borrowed many books from the 
town library. She read much of Hugo and Balzac and 
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Goethe, and in the new intellectual delight forgot herseif 
more completely than in her work. 

Moreover, the town was very beautiful in summer, 
and she spent many hours rambling along the shadowy 
streets whose venerable trees shut the sunlight from 
the narrow side-ways. The gardens too were füll of 
trees; and the town from a distance looked like a 
densely wooded hillside, a riot of green, out of which 
housetops showed like eggs in a nest. Over some of 
the steep old streets the maples met, growing denser 
and denser down in the perspective, until closed by the 
flash of water. 

The woods on the slope of the Hudson were thick 
with great trees dropping a leafy curtain before the 
brilliant river, and füll of isolated nooks where a girl 
could read and dream, unsuspected of the chance 
pedestrian. 

After one long drowsy afternoon by a brook in a 
hollow of the woods, Patience returned home to find a 
carriage Standing before the door. It was a turnout of 
extreme elegance. The grey horses were thorough- 
breds; a coachman in livery sat on the box; a footman 
stood on the sidewalk. She looked in wonder. Miss 
Tremont had nö time for the fine people of Mariaville, 
and they had ceased to call on her long since. Moreover, 
Patience knew every carriage in the town, and this was 
not of them. 

She went rapidly into the house, youthfuUy eager for 
a new experience. Miss Tremont was seated on the 
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sofa in the front parlour, holding the band of a tall 
handsomely gowned woman. Patience thought, as she 
stood for a moment unobserved, that she had never 
Seen so cold a face. It was the face of a woman of 
fifty, oval and almost regulär. The mouth was a straight 
line. The clear pale eyes looked like the reflection of 
the blue atmosphere on icicles. The skin was as smooth 
as a girl's, the brown hair parted and waved, the tall 
figure slender and superbly carried. She was smiling 
and patting Miss Tremont's band, but there was little 
light in her eyes. 

As Patience entered, she tumed her head and 
regarded her without surprise; she had evidently heard 
of her. Miss Tremont's face illumined, and she held 
out her band. 

"This is Patience," she said triumphantly. "I haven't 
told you half about the dear child. Patience, this is my 
cousin, Mrs. Gardiner Peele." 

Mrs. Gardiner Peele bent her head patronisingly, 
and Patience hated her violently. 

"I am glad you have a companion," said the lady, 
coldly. "But how is it you haven't the white ribbon 
on her?" 

Miss Tremont blushed. "Oh, I ean't control Pa- 
tience in all things," she said, in half angry deprecation. 
"She just won't wear the ribbon." 

Mrs. Peele smiled upon Patience for the first time. 
It was a wintry light, but it bespoke approval. "I wish 
she could make you take it oflf," she said to her rela- 
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tive. "That dreadful, dreadful badge, How can you 
wear it? — you — " 

"Now, Cousin," said Miss Tremont, laughing good- 
naturedly, "we won't go over all that again. You 
know Pm a hopeless crank. All I can do is to pray 
for you." 

"Thank-you. I don't doubt I need it, although I 
attend church quite as regularly as you could wish." 

"I know you are good," said Miss Tremont, with 
enthusiasm, "and of course I don't expects every- 
body to be as interested in Temperance as I am. 
But I do wish you loved the world less and the Lord 
more." 

Mrs. Peele gave a low, well modulated laugh. "Now, 
Haniet, I want you to be worldly for a few minutes. I 
have brought you back two new gowns from Paris, and 
I want you, when you come to visit me next week, to 
wear them. I have had them trimmed with white 
ribbon bows so that no one will notice one more or 
less — " 

"Pm not ashamed of my white ribbon," flashed 
out Miss Tremont, then relented. "You dear good 
Honora. Yes, Pll wear them if they're not too fashion- 
able." 

"Oh, I studied your style. And let me teil you, 
Harriet Tremont, that fashionable gowns are what you 
should be wearing. It does provoke me so to see 
you — " 

But Miss Tremont leaned over and kissed her short 
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"Now what's the use of talking to an old crank like 
me? Pm a humble servant of my dear Lord, and I 
couldn't be anything eise if I had a million. But you 
dear thing, Pm so glad to see you once more. You do 
look so well. Teil me all about the children." 

Patience, quite forgotten, listened to the conversation 
with deep interest. There was a vague promise of 
variety in this new advent. As she watched the woman, 
who seemed to have brought with her something of the 
atmosphere of all that splendid existence of which she 
had longingly read, she was stirred with a certain dis- 
satisfaction: some dormant chord was Struck — as on 
the day she drove by Del Monte. When Mrs. Peele 
arose to go, she thought that not Balzac himself had 
ever looked upon a more elegant woman. Even 
Patience's untrained eye recognised that those long 
simple folds, those so quiet textures, were of French 
woof and make. And the woman's carriage was like 
unto that of the fictional queen. She nodded care- 
lessly to Patience, and swept out. When Miss Tremont 
returned after watching her guest drive away, Patience 
pounced upon her. 

^^Who is she?" she demanded. "And why didn't 
you teil me you had such a swell for a cousin?" 

"Did I never teil you?" asked Miss Tremont, won- 
deringly. "Why, I was sure I had oflen talked of Honora. 
But I'm so busy I suppose I forgot." 

She sat down and fanned herseif, smiling. "Honora 
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Tremont is my first cousin. We used to be great 
friends iintil she maxried a rieh man and became so 
dreadfully fashionable. The Lord be praised, she has 
always loved me; but she lives a great deal abroad, and 
spends her winters, when she is here, in New York. 
They have a beautiful place on the Hudson, Peele 
Manor, that has been in the family for nearly three hun- 
dred years. Mr. Peele is an eminent lawyer. I don't 
know him very well. He doesn't talk much; I sup- 
pose he has to talk so much in Court. I've not seen 
the children for a year. I always thought them pretty 
badly spoiled, particularly Beverly. May isn't very 
bright. But I always liked Hai — short for Harriet, 
after me — better than any of them. She is about 
nineteen now. May is eighteen and Beverly twenty- 
four. 

"Then there is Honora, cousin Honora's sister 
Mary's child, and the tallest woman I ever saw. Her 
parents died when she was a little thing and left her 
without a doUar. Honora took her, and has treated 
her like her own children. Sometimes I think she is 
very much under her influence. I don't know why, 
but I never liked her. She is Beverly's age. Oh!" 
she burst out, "just think! I have got to go to Peele 
Manor for a week. I promised. I couldn't help it. 
And oh, I do dread it. They are all so difFerent, and 
they don't sympathise with my work. Much as I love 
them Pm always glad to get away. Wasn't it kind and 
good of her to bring me two dresses from Paris?" 
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Patience shrewdly interpreted the prompting of Mrs. 
Peele's generosity, but made no comment. 

Miss Tremont drew a great sigh: "My temperance 
work — my poor — what will they do without me? Maria 
Twist gets so mad when I don't read the Bible to her 
twice a week. Patience, you will have to stay in Tem- 
perance Hall. I shouldn't like to think of you here 
alone. I do wish Honora had asked you too — " 

"I wouldn't go for worlds. When do you think 
your dresses will come? I do so want to see a real 
Paris dress." 

"She Said they'd come to-morrow. Oh, to think of 
wearing stiff tight things. Well, if they are uncomfort- 
able or too stylish I just won't wear them, that's all." 

"You just will, auntie dear. You'U not look any 
less fine than those people, or PH not go near Hog 
Heights." 

Miss Tremont kissed her, grateful for the fondness 
displayed. "Well, well, we'll see," she said. 

But the next day, when the two handsome black 
gowns lay on the bed of the spare room, she shook her 
head with flashing eyes. 

"I won't wear those things," she cried. "Why, they 
were made for a society woman, not for an humble 
follower of the Lord. I should be miserable in them." 

Patience, who had been hovering over the gowns, — 
one of silk grenadine trimmed with long loops of black 
and white ribbon, the other of satin with a soft knot of 
white ribbon on the Shoulder and another at the back 
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of the high collar, — came forward and firmly divested 
Miss Tremont of her alpaca. She lifted the heavy satin 
gown with reverent hands and slipped it over Miss 
Tremont's head, then hooked it with deft fingers. 

"There!" she exclaimed. "You look like a swell 
at last. Just what you ought to look like." 

Miss Tremont glanced at the mirror with a brief 
spasm of youthful vanity. The rieh fashionable gown 
became her long slender figure, her unconscious pride 
of carriage, far better than did her old alpaca and 
merino frocks. But she shook her head immediately, 
her eyes flashing under a quick frown, 

"The idea of perching a white bow like a butterfly 
on my Shoulder and another at the back of my neck, 
as if I had a scar. It's an insult to the white ribbon. 
And this collar would choke me. I can't breathe. Take 
it off! Take it off!" 

"Not until I have admired you some more, You 
look just grand. If the collar is too high, I'U send for 
Mrs. Best, and we'll cut it off and sew some soft black 
stuflf in the neck — although I just hate to. Auntie dear, 
don't you think you could stand it?" 

Miss Tremont shook her head with decision. "I 
couldn't. It hurts my old throat. And how could I 
ever bend my head to get at my soup? And these bows 
make me feel actually cross. If the dress can be made 
comfortable I'll wear it, for I've no right to disgrace 
Honora, nor would I hurt her feelings by scorning her 
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gowns; but 111 not stand any such mockery as these 
flaunting white things." 

Patience exchanged the satin for the grenadine gown. 
This met with more tolerance at first, as the throat was 
finished with soft folds, and the white ribbon was less 
demonstrative. 

"It floats so," Said Patience, ecstatically. "Oh, 
auntie, you are a beauty." 

"I a beauty with my ugly, scowling old face? But 
this thing is hke a ball dress, Patience — this thin stuff! 
I prefer the satin." 

"You will wear this on the hot evenings. All thin 
things are not made for the ballroom. You needn't look 
at yourself like that. I only wish Fd ever be half as 
pretty. Auntie, why didn't you ever marry?" 

Miss Tremont's face worked afler all the years. 
Memories could not die in so uniform a nature. 

"My youth was very sad," she said, tuming away 
abruptly. "I only talk about it with the dear Lord." 
And Patience asked no more questions. 
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The dressmaker was sent for, and the satin gown 
divested of its collar. Miss Tremont ruthlessly clipped 
off the beautiful French bows and sewed a tiny one of 
narrow white ribbon in a conspicuous place on the left 
ehest. The grenadine was decorated in like manner. 
Patience wailed, and then laughed as she thought of 
Mrs. Gardiner Peele. She wished she might be there 
to see that lady's face, 

Miss Tremont changed her mind four times as to the 
possibility of leaving Mariaville for a week of sinful idle- 
ness, before she was finally assisted into the train by 
Patience's firm hand. Even then she abruptly left her 
seat and started for the door. But the train was mov- 
ing. Patience saw her resume her seat with an impatient 
twitch of her Shoulders. 

"Poor auntie," she thought, as she walked up the 
Street; "but on the whole I think I pity Mrs. Peele 
more." 

Her bag had been sent to Temperance Hall, and she 
went directly there, and to her own room. As the day 
was very warm, she exchanged her frock for a print 
wrapper, then extended herseif on the bed with "'93." 
It was her duty to assuage the wrath of Maria Twist, 
but she made up her mind that for twenty-four hoiirs 
she would shirk every duty on her calendar. 
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But she had failed to make allowance for the net of 
circumstance. She had not turned ten pages when she 
heard the sound of agitated footsteps in the hall. A 
moment later Mrs. Blair opened the door unceremoni- 
ously. Her usually pladd face was much perturbed. 

"Oh, Miss Patience," she said, "Pm in such a way. 
Late last night a poor man feil at the door, and I took 
him in as there was no policeman around. I thought 
he was only ill, but it seems he was drunk. He's been 
awake now for two hours, and is awful bad — not drunk, 
but suffering.*' 

"Why don'tyou send for the doctor?" asked Patience, 
lazily. 

"I have, but he's gone to New York and won't be 
back tili night. The man says he can doctor himself — 
that all he wants is whisky; but of course I can't give 
him that. Do come over and talk to him. Miss Beale 
is over at White Plains, and I don't know what to do." 

Patience rose reluctantly and followed the matron to 
the side of the house reserved for men. As she went 
down the hall she heard groans and sharp spasmodic 
cries. Mrs. Blair opened a door, and Patience saw an 
elderly man lying in the bed. His grey hair and beard 
were ragged, his eyes dim and bleared, his long, well- 
cut but ignoble face was greenishly pale. He was very 
weak, and lay clutching at the bed-clothes with limp 
hairy hands. As he saw the matron his eyes lit up 
with resentment 

"I didn't come here to be murdered," be ejacu- 
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lated. "It's the last place Pd have come to if Pd 
known what I was doing. But I teil you that if I don't 
have a drink of whisky TU be a dead man in an 
hour." 

"I can't give you that," said Mrs. Blair, desperately. 
"And you know you only think you need it, anyhow. 
We try to make men overcome their terrible weakness; 
we don't encourage them." 

"That's all right, but you can't reform a man when 
his inside is on fire and feels as if it were dropping out 
— but my God! I can't argue with you, damn you. 
Give it to me." 

"Fm of the opinion that he ought to have it," said 
Patience. 

The man tumed to her eagerly. "Bless you," he 
said. "It*s not the taste of it Tm craving, miss; it's 
relief from this awful agony. If you give it to me, I 
swear Pll try never to touch a drop again after I get 
over this spree. It'll be bad enough to break ofF then, 
but it's death now." 

Mrs. Blair looked at him with pity, but shook her 
head. 

"Pve been here seven years," she said to Patience, 
"and the ladies have yet to find one fault with me. I 
don*t dare give it to him. Besides, I don't believe in it. 
How can what's killing him eure him? And it's a sin. 
Even if the ladies excused me — which they wouldn't — 
Vd never forgive myself," 
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"PH take the responsibility," said Patience. "I be- 

lieve that man will die if he doesn't have whisky.** 

The man groaned and tossed his arms. "Öh, my 

God!" he cried. 

f 

Mrs. Blair shuddered. "Oh, I don't know, miss. If 
you will take the responsibility — I can't give it to him 
— where could you get it?" 

"At a drug störe." 

"They won't seil it to you — we've got a law passed, 
you know." 

"Then Pll go to a saloon." 

"Oh, my! my!" cried Mrs. Blair, "you'd never do 
that?" 

"The man is in agony. Can't you see? Pm going 
this minute." 

The door opened, and Miss Beale entered. She 
looked warm and tired, but came forward with active 
Step, and stood beside the bed. A spasm of disgust 
crossed her face. "What is the matter, my man?" she 
asked. "I am sorry to see you here." 

"Give me whisky," groaned the man. 

Miss Beale turned away with twitching mouth. 

"The man is dying. Nothing but whisky can save 
him," Said Patience. "If you called a doctor he would 
teil you the same thing." 

"What?" said Miss Beale, coldly, "do you suppose 
that he can have whisky in Temperance Hall? Is that 
what we are here for? You must be crazy." 

"But you don't want him to die on your hands, 
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do you?" exdaimed Patience, who was losing her 
temper. 

"My God!" screeched the man, "I am in Hell." 
"My good man," said Miss Beale, gently, "it is for 
US to save you from Hell, not to send you there." 

"PH be there in ten minutes." His voice died to an 
inarticulate murmur; but he writhed, and doubled, and 
twisted, as men may have done when fanatics tortured 
in the name of religion. 

"Good heavens, Miss Beale," cried Patience, ex- 
citedly, "you can't set yourself up in Opposition to 
nature. That man must have whisky. If he were 
younger and stronger it wouldn't matter so much; but 
can't you see he hasn't strength to resist the terrible 
strain? The torture is killing him, eating out his 
life— " 

"Oh, it is terrible!" exclaimed the matron. "Perhaps 
it is best — " 

"Mrs. Blair!" Miss Beale tiurned upon her in con- 
sternation. Then she beut over the man. 

"You can't have whisky," she said gently; "not if I 
thought . you were really dying would I give it to you. 
If it is the Lord's will that you are to die here you must 
abide by it. I shall not permit you to further imperil 
yoiu: soul. Nor could that which has not the blessing 
of God on it be of benefit to you. Alcohol is a destroyer, 
both of soul and of body—^not a mediane." 

The man's knees suddenly shot up to his ehest; but 
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he raised his head and darted at her a glance of im- 
placable hate. 

"Damn you," he stuttered. "Murderer — " Then 
he extended rigid arms and dutched the bed-clothes, 
his body twitching uncontrollably. 

Miss Beale looked upon him with deep compassion. 
"Poor thing," she exclaimed, "is not this enough to warn 
all men from that fiend?" She laid her hand on the 
man's head, but he shook it off with an oath. 

"Whisky," he cried. "Oh my Godl Have these 
women — women ! — no pity ? " 

"I'm going for whisky — " said Patience. 

Miss Beale stepped swiftly to the door, locked it, 
and slipped the key into her pocket. 

"You will buy no whisky," she said sternly. "I 
will save you from that sin." Suddenly her face lit 
up. "I will pray," she said solemnly, "I will pray that 
this poor lost creature may recover, and lead a better 
hfe— " 

"I swear Pll never touch another drop after Pm out 
of this if you'll give it to me now — " 

"If it be the Lord's will that you shall live you will 
not die," said Miss Beale. "I will pray, and in His 
mercy He may let you live to repent." 

She feil upon her knees by the bed, and clasping her 
hands, prayed aloud; while the man reared and plunged 
and groaned and cursed, his voice and body momen- 
tarily weaker. Miss Beale's prayers were always very 
long and very fervid, She was not eloquent, but her 
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deep, tear-voiced eamestness was most impressive; and 
never more so than to-day, when she flung herseif be- 
fore the throne of Grace with a lost soul in her hand, 
A light like a halo played upon her spiritualised face, 
her voice became ineffably sweet. Gradually, in her 
ecstatic communion with, her intimate neamess to her 
God, she forgot the man on the bed, forgot the flesh 
which prisoned her soaring soul, was consdous only of 
the divine light pouring through her, the almost palpable 
touch of her lover's hand. 

Suddenly Patience exdaimed brutally: "The man is 
dead." 

Miss Beale arose with a Start. She drew the sheet 
gently over the distorted face. "It is the Lord's will," 
she Said. 

After Patience was in her own room and had re- 
lieved her feelings by slamming the door, she sat for a 
long time staring at the pattem of the carpet and ponder- 
ing upon the problem of Miss Beale. 

"Well," she thought finally, *'she*s happy, so I sup- 
pose it's all right. No wonder she's satisfied with her- 
seif when she lives up to her ideals as consistently as 
that. I think I'U label all the different forms of selfish- 
ness I come across. There seems to be a large variety, 
but all put together don't seem to be a patch to having 
fun with your ideals. Miss Beale would be the most 
wretched woman in Westchester county if she'd given 
that man whisky and saved his life." 
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The man was buried with Christian service at Miss 
Bcrtlc*s cxpense, and her serene face wore no shadow. 
The following day she said to Patience: "I spent nearly 
all of thc last two nights in prayer, and I almost heard 
the Lord's voice as He told me I did right." 

"You ought to write a novd," said Patience, drily, 
but the sarcasm was lost In a moment Patience forgot 
Miss Beale: the postman handed her two letters, and 
she wcnt up to her room to read them. 

The first she opened was from Miss Tremont 



Peele Manor, Friday. 
Oh my dear darling little girl, how I wish, how I wish I were 
with you and my work once more. I ought to be happy because 
they are all so kind, but I*in not. I feel as if I were throwing 
away onc of the few predous weeks I have left to give to the 
Lord (arrange for a prayer meeting on Wednesday, the day of ray 
return ) and we*ll have a regulär feast of manna). Do you miss 
me? I think of you every moment. You should have seen dear 
Cousin Honora's face when I came down to dinner in the black 
satin. She didn't say anything, she just looked at the bow, and I 
feit sorry for her. But I know I am right. Hai giggled and 
winked at me. (I do love Hai!) Honora Mairs said so sweetly 
after Cousin Honora had left the room: "Dear Cousin Harriet, I 
think you are so brave and consistent to wear the little white bow 
of your cause. It is so like you." Was not that sweet of her? 
Beverly has very heavy eyebrows, and he raised them at my 
ribbon, and turned away his head as if it hurt bis eyes. He is a 
very elegant young gentleman, and his mother says he is a great 
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stickler for form, whatever that may mean. (They speak a dif- 
ferent language here an3rway. I don't understand half what they 
say. Hai talks slang all the time.) I donH like Beverly as much 
as I did, although he's qviite the handsomest young man I ever 
saw and very polite; but he smokes dganttes all the time and 
big black dgars. When I told him that five hundred million 
dollars were spent annually on tobacco , he got up and went off in 
a hufF, May is just a talkative child — I never heard anyone talk 
so much in my life, — and about nothing but gowns and young men 
and balls and the opera, Beverly talks about horses all the time, 
and Hai thinks a great deal of society, although she listens to me 
very sweetly when I talk to her about my work. Yesterday she 
Said: "Why, Cousin Harriet, you're a regulär steam-engine. It 
must be joÜy good fun to carry a lot of sinners to heaven on an 
express train." I told her it was a freight-train, and it certainly is, 
as you know, Patience dear. She replied: "Well, if you get tiere 
all the same, a Century more or less doesn't make any differ- 
ence. You must be right in it with the Lord." That was the 
only time I*d heard the dear Lord*s name mentioned since I ar- 
rived, so I didn't scold her. But Patience, dear, I hope you'll 
never use slang. IVe talked to Hai about you, and she says she's 
Coming to see you. 

Honora doesn't use slang. She is very stately and digniiied, 
and Cousin Honora (it's very awkward when you*re writing for 
two people to have the same name, isn*t it?) holds her up as a 
model for the girls. Hai and she jight, I can't call it anything 
eise, although Honora doesn*t lose her temper and Hai does. Hai 
said to me (of Honora) yesterday (I use her own words , although 
they*re awfiil; but if I didn't I couldnH give you the same idea of 

her): "She's a d hypocrite: and she wants to marry Beverly, 

but she won't, — not if I have to tum matchmaker and marry him 
to a variety actress. She makes me wild. I wish she'd elope with 
the priest, but she*s too confoundedly clever." Isn't it dreadful — 
Honora is a Catholic. She became converted last year. Perhaps 
that*s the reason I can't like her. But even the Catholic religion 
teaches charity, for she said to me this moming: "Poor Hai is 
really a good-hearted child, but she's worldly and just a little 
superficial." 

They haven*t any Company this week — how kind of Cousin 
Honora to ask me when they are alone! I wish you were here to 
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enjoy the library. It is a great big room overlooking the river, 
and the waUs are covered with books — three or four generations of 
them. Mr. Peele is iotellectual, and so is Honora; but the others 
don't read much, exoept Hai, who reads dreadfnl-looking yellow 
paper books written in the French langoage which she says are 
"corkers," whatever that may mean. I do wish the dear child 
would read her Bible. I asked her if I gave her a copy if she^d 
promise me to read a little every day, and she said she would, as 
some of the stories were as good as a French novel. So I shall 
buy her one. 

We Sit in the library every evening. In the moming we sit 
in the Tea House on the slope and Honora embroiders Catholic 
Church things, Cousin Honora knits (she says it's all the fashion), 
May talks, and Hai reads her yellow books and teils May to "let 
up." I sew for my poor, and they don't seem to mind that as 
much as the white ribbon. They say that they always sew for the 
poor in Lent Hai says it is the **swagger thing." In the after- 
noon we drive, and I do think it such a waste of time to be going, 
going nowhere for two hours. 

Well, Patience, I shall be with you on Wednesday, praise the 
Lord. Come to the train and meet me, and be sure to write me 
about everything, How is Polly Jones, and old Mrs. Murphy, 
and Belinda Greggs? Have you read to Maria Twist, and taken 
the broth to old Jonas Hobb? Give my love to dear sister Beale, 
and teil her I pray for her. With a kiss from your old auntie^ 
God bless you, 

Harriet Tremont. 

"Dear old soul," thought Patience. "I think I know 
them better than she does, already. She is worth the 
whole selfish crowd; but I should like to know Hai. 
Beverly must be a chump." 
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The other letter was from Rosita. Patience had not 
heard from her for a long while. Three months pre- 
viously, Mr. Foord had written of Mrs. Thrailkill's 
death, and mentioned that Rosita had gone ,to Sacra- 
mento to visit Miss Galpin — now Mrs. Trent — until 
her uncle, who had returned to Kentucky, should send 
for her. 

Oh, Patita! Patita! [the letter began], what do you think? 
/ am on the stage. I had been crazy to go on ever sinoe that 
night. A theatrical man was in Monterey just before mamma*s 
death, and he told me they were always wanting pretty conis ghls 
at the Tivoli; so after the fiineral I told everybody I was going to 
stay with Miss Galpin until Uncle Jim sent for me — I hated to lie, 
but I had to — and I went up to San Francisco and went right to 
the Tivoli. He took me because he said I was pretty and had a 
fresh voice. I had to wäre tights. You should have seen me. 
At first I feit all the time like stooping over to cover up my legs 
with my arms. But after a while I got used to it, and one night 
we had to dance, and everybody said I was the most graceful. 
The manager said I was a bom dancer and actress. The other day 
what do you tbink happened? A New York manager was here 
and heard me sing, — I had a little part by that time, — and he told 
me that if I took lessons I could be a prima donna in comic opera. 
He said I not only was going to have a lovely voice, but that I 
had a new style (Spanish) and would take in New York. He 
ofFered to send me to Paris for a year and then bring me out in 
New York if I*d give him my word — I*m too young to sign a con- 
tract — that I wouldn't go with any other manager. At first my 
manager, who is a good old sole (I didn't teil you that I üve with 
him and his wife, and that their awful good to me and stand the 

Patience Sparhatok. /, ^O 
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fellers ofF), wouldn't have it; but aller a while he gave ip — s«d 
Td have to go the pace sooner or later (whatever that means)', and 
I might as well go it in first dass style. His wife , the good old 
sole, cried. She said I was the first corus girl she'd ever taken an 
interest in, but somehow it would be on her conscience if I went 
wrong. But I'm not going wrong. I don't care a bit for men. 
There was a bald-headed old fool who used to come and sit in the 
front row every night and throw kisses to me, and one night he 
threw me a bouquet with a bracelet in it I wore the bracelet, for 
it was a beauty with a big diamond in it; but I never looked at 
him or answered any of his notes, and Mr. Bell— the manager — 
wrote him he'd punch his head if he came near the stage door. 
No, all I want is to act, act, act, and sing, sing, sing, and dance, 
dance, dance, and have beautiful doths and jewels and a carriage 
and two horses. Mr. Soper has told me ten times since I've met 
him that "virtue in an actress pays," and he*s going to send a 
horrid old woman with me to Paris, as if I'd bother with the fools 
anyhow. I'm sure I can't see what Mrs. Bell cries about if I'm 
going to be famous and make a lot of money. Anyhow, I*m going. 
I do so want to see you, Patita dear. Maybe you can come up to 
the steamer and see me off. I wonder if you have changed. I'm 
not so very tall; but they all say my figure is good. Mr. Soper 
says it will be divine in a year or two, but that I may be a cow at 
thirty, so l*d better not lose any time. Grood-bye. Good-bye. 
I want to give you a hundred kisses. How different our lives are! 
Isn't youTs dreadfiilly stupid with that old temprance work? And 
just think it was you who taught me to act first! Mr. Soper says 
I must cultivate Üie Spanish racket for all it*s worth, and that he 
expects me to be more Spanish in New York than I was in 
Monterey. He is going to get an opera written for me with the 
part of a Spanish girl in it so I can wear the costume. He says if 
I study and do everything he teils me Pll make Si/urore, Hasta 
luego — Patita mia» 

RosiTA Elyira Francesca Thrailkill. 

P.S. — Pm to have a Spanish stage name, **La Rosita," I guess. 
Mr. Soper says that Thrailkill is an "anti-climaz," and would 
never **go down." 
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Patience read this letter with some alarm. All that 
she had heard and read of the stage made her apprehen- 
sive. She feared that Rosita would become fast, would 
drink and smoke, and not maintain a proper reserve 
with men. Then the natural independence of her char- 
acter asserted itself, and she feit pride in Rosita's 
courage and promptness of action. She even envied 
her a little: her life would be so füll of variety. 

"And afler all ifs fate," she thought philosophically. 
"She was cut out for the stage if ever a girl was. 
You might as well try to keep a bird from using its 
wings, or Miss Beale and auntie from being Tem- 
perance. I wonder what my fate is. It's not the stage, 
but it's not this, neither — not much. Shouldn't wonder 
if I made a break for Mr. Field some day. But I 
couldn't leave auntie. She's the kind that gets a hold 
on you." 

She did her duty by Hog Heights during Miss 
Tremont's brief holiday, but did it as concisely as was 
practicable. She found it impossible to sympathise with 
people that were content to let others support them, 
giving nothing in return. Her strong independent nature 
despised voluntary weakness. It was her private opinion 
that these useless creatures with only the animal in- 

10* 
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stinct to live, and not an ounce of grey matter in their 
Skulls, encumbered the earth, and should be quietly 
chloroformed. 

Despite her love for Miss Tremont, she breathed 
more freely in her absence. She was surfeited with 
religion, and at times possessed with a very flood of 
revolt and the desire to let it loose upon every church 
worker in Mariaville. But affection and gratitude re- 
strained her. 



X. 



Miss Tremont returned on Wednesday morning. 
She stepped off the train with a bag under one arm, a 
bündle under the other, and both arms füll of flowers. 

"Oh, you darling, you darlingl" she cxied as she 
feil upon Patience. "How it does my heart good to 
see you! These are for you. Hai picked them, and 
sent her love. Aren't they sweet?" 

"Lovely," said Patience, crushing the flowers as she 
hugged and kissed Miss Tremont. "Here, give me the 
bag." 

Miss Tremont would go to Temperance Hall first, 
then to call upon Miss Beale, but was finally guided to 
her home. The trunk had preceded them. Patience 
unpacked the despised gowns, while listening to a pas- 
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sionate dissertation upon the heavy trial they had been 
to their owner. 

"I think you had a good time all the same," she 
Said. "You look as if you'd had, at anyrate. You've 
not looked so well since I came. That sort of thing 
agrees with you better than tramping over Hog Heights — " 

"It does not!" cried Miss Tremont "And I am so 
glad to get back to my work and my little girl." 

"And the Lord," supplemented Patience. 

"Oh, He was with me even there. Only He didn't 
feel so near." She sighed reminiscently. "But I've 
brought pictures of the children to show you. Let us 
go down to the parlour where it's cooler, and then 
we'U stand them in a row on the mantel. They're 
the first pictureä Pve had of them in years." She 
caught a package from the tray of her tnink, in her 
usual abrupt fashion, and hurried downstairs, Patience 
at her heels. 

Miss Tremont seated herseif in her favourite upright 
chair, put on her spectacles, and opened the package. 
"This is Hai," she said, handing one of the photo- 
graphs to Patience. "I must show you her first, for 
she's my pet." 

Patience examined the photograph eagerly. It was 
a half-length of a girl with a straight tilted nose, a 
small mouth with a downward droop at the comers, 
large, rather prominent eyes, and sleek hair which was 
in keeping with her generally well-groomed appearance. 
She wore a tailor frock. Her slender erect figure was 
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beautifully poised. In one hand she carried a lorgnette. 
She was not pretty, but her expression was frank and 
graceful, and she had much distinction. 

"I like her. Anyone could see she was a swell. 
What colour hair has she?" 

"Oh, a kind of brown. Her eyes are a sort of 
grey. Here is May. She always has her photographs 
coloured." 

"Oh, she's a beautyl" The girl even in photo- 
graph showed an exquisite bit of flesh and blood. The 
large blue eyes were young and appealing under soft 
fall of lash. The mouth was small and red, the nose 
small and straight. Chestnut hair curled about the 
small head and oval face. The skin was like tinted 
jade. It was the face of the American aftermath. She 
wore a ball-gown revealing a slender girlish neck and 
a throat of tender curves. 

"She is a real beauty," said Miss Tremont "Poor 
Hat says, *she can't wear her neck because she hasn't 
got any.' Did you ever hear such an expression. 

"Hai looks as if she had a good figure." 

Miss Tremont shook her head. "I don't approve 
of all Hai does — she pads. She doesn't seem to care 
much who knows it, for when the weather's very warm 
she takes them out, right before your eyes, so it isn't 
so bad as if she were deceitful about it. Here is 
Beverly." 

Patience looked long at the young man's face. This 
face too was oval, with a high intellectual forehead, 
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broad black brows, and very regulär features. The 
mouth appeared to pout beneath the drooping moustache. 
The expression of the eyes was very sweet. It was a 
strong, handsome face, high-bred like the others, but 
with a certain nobüity lacking in the women. 

"He is Said to be the handsomest young man in 
Westchester County, and he*s quite dark," said Miss 
Tremont. "What do you think of him?" 

"He is rather handsome. Where is Honora?" 

"She never has pictures taken. But, dear me, I 
must go out and see Ellen." 

Patience disposed the photographs on the mantel, 
then, leaning on her elbows, gazed upon Beverly Peele. 
The Composite, Byron, the Stranger, rattled their bones 
unheard. She concluded that no knight of olden time 
could ever have been so whoUy satisfactory as this 
young man. Romance, who had been boxed about 
the ears, and sent to sleep, crept to her old throne 
with a sly and meaning smile. Patience began at once 
to imagine her meeting with Beverly Peele. She would 
be in a runaway carriage, and he would rescue her. 
She would be skating and fall in a hole, and he would 
pull her out He would be riding to hounds in his 
beautiful pink coat (which was red) and nm over 
her. 

She pictured his face with a variety of expressions. 
She was sure that he had the courage of a Hon and 
the tenderness of some women. Unquestionably he had 
read his ancestors' entire library — "with that forehead," 
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— and he probably had the high and mighty air of 
her favourite heroes of fiction. In one of her letters 
Miss Tremont had remarked that he loved diildren and 
animals; therefore he had a beautiful diaracter and a 
kind heart. And she was glad to have heard that he 
also had a temper: it saved him from being a prig. 
Altogether, Patience, with the wisdom of sixteen and 
three quarters, was quite convinced that she had found 
her ideal, and overlooked its extreme imlikeness to the 
Composite, which was the only ideal she had ever 
created. A woman's ideal is the man she is in love 
with for the time being. 

She went up to her room, and for the first time in 
her life critically examined herseif in the mirror. With 
May Peele and one or two beauties of the High School 
in mind, she decided with a sigh that ske was no 
beauty. 

"But who knows," she thought with true insight, 
"what rd be with clothes? Who could be pretty in a 
calico dress? My nose is as straight as May's, anyhow, 
and my upper lip as short. But to be a real beauty 
youVe got to have blue eyes and golden or chestnut 
hair and a little mouth, or eise black eyes and hair Uke 
Rosita's. My eyes are only grey, and my hair's the 
colour of ashes, as Rosita once remarked. There's no 
getting over that, although it certainly has grown a lot 
since I came here." 

Then she remembered that Rosita had once decorated 
her with red ribbons and assured her that they were 
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becoming. She ran down to the best spare room, and, 
divesting a tidy of its scarlet bows, pinned them upon 
herseif before the mirror, which she discovered was more 
becoming than her own. The brilHant colour was un- 
doubtedly improving — "And, my goodnessl" she ex- 
claimed suddenly, "I do believe I haven't got a freckle 
left. It must be the cHmate." 

"What on earth are you doing?" said an abrupt 
voice from the doorway. 

Patience started guiltily, and restored the bows to 
the tidy. 

"Oh, you see," she stammered, "May is so pretty 
I wanted to see if I could be a Kttle less homely." 
Patience was truthful by nature, but the woman does 
not Kve that ^vill not lie under purely feminine provoca- 
tion. Otherwise she would not be worthy to bear the 
hallowed name of woman. 

"Nonsense," said Miss Tremont, crossly, "I thought 
you were above that kind of fooHshness. You must 
remember that you are as the Lord made you, and 
be thankful that you were not bom a negro or a China- 



man." 



"Oh, I am," said Patience. 
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XI. 

Thereafter, Patience roamed the woods munching 
chestnuts and dreaming of Beverly Peele. Hugo and 
Balzac and Goethe were neglected. Her brain wove 
thrilling romances of its own, especially in the night to 
the sound of rain. She never emerged from the woods 
without a shortening of the breath; but even Hai did 
not pay the promised call; nor did Beverly dash through 
the streets in a pink coat, a charger clasped between 
his knees. 

"Well, it's fun to be in love, anyhow," she thought. 
"I'U meet him some time, I know." 

Much to her regret she was not permitted to go to 
New York to see Rosita off. Miss Tremont had a morbid 
horror of the stage, and after Patience*s exhibition of 
vanity was convinced that "actress creatures" would 
exert a pernidous influence. 

And, shortly after, Patience received news which 
made her forget Rosita and even Beverly Peele for a 
while. Mr. Foord was dead. Patience had hoarded 
his twenty dollar gold piece because he had given it to 
her. She bought a black hat and frock with it, and 
feit as sad as she could at that age of shifting impres- 
sions. A later mail brought word that he had left her 
John Sparhawk's library, which could stay in the Custom 
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House until she was able to send for it, and a few hun- 
dred doUars which would remain in a savings bank 
until she was eighteen. He had nothing eise to leave 
except his books, which went to found a town library. 
All but those few hundreds had been sunken in an an- 
nuity. Miss Tremont was quite content to be over- 
looked in the girPs favour. 

By the time Patience was ready to return to Beverly 
Peele the new term opened, and the uncompromising 
methods of the High School left no time for romance. 
Once more her ambition to excel became paramount, 
and she studied night and day. She had no temptation 
to dissipate, for she was not populär with the young 
people of Mariaville. The Y's disapproved of her be- 
cause she would not don the white ribbon; and the 
church" girls, generally, fdt that except when perfunc- 
torily assisting Miss Tremont she held herseif aloof, even 
at the frequent sociables. And they were scandalised 
because she did not join the church, nor the King's 
Daughters, nor the Christian Endeavour. 

The High School scholars liked her because she was 
"Square," and cordially admired her cleverness; but 
there were no recesses in the ordinary sense, and after 
school Miss Tremont claimed her. Even the boys "had 
no show," as they phrased it. Occasionally they lent 
her a hand on the ice; but like all Californians, she 
bitterly feit the cold of her second winter, and in her 
few leisure hours preferred the fire. 

Sometimes she looked at Beverly Peele's picture 
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with a sigh and some resentment. "But never mind,'' 
she would think philosophically, "I can fall in love 
with him over again next summer." When vacation 
came she did in a measure take up the broken threads 
of her romance, but they had somewhat rotted from 
disuse. 

Rosita wrote every few weeks, reporting hard work 
and unbounded hope. "The duena,'^ as she called her 
companion, "was an old devil," and never let her go 
out alone, nor receive a man; but she "didn't care," she 
had no time for nonsense, anyhow. She was learning 
her part in the Spanish opera, whidi had been written 
for her, and it was "lovely." 

"It must be a delightful Sensation to have your 
future assured at seventeen," thought Patience. "Mine 
is as problematical as the outcome of the Temperance 
cause. I have had one unexpected change, and may 
have more. If it were not for Rosita's letters I should 
almost forget those sixteen years in California. I cer. 
tainly am not the same person. I haven't lost my 
temper for a year and a half, and I don't seem to be 
disturbed any more by vague yeamings. Life is too 
practical, I suppose." 

Miss Tremont did not visit the Gardiner Peeles this 
summen they spent the season in travel. Late in the 
fall Rosita retumed to America. She wrote the day 
before she sailed. That was the last letter Patience re- 
ceived from her. Later she sent a large envelope füll 
of clippings descriptive of her triumphal d^but; there- 
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after nothing whatever. Patience, supposing herseif for- 
gotten, anathematised her old friend wrathfuUy, but pride 
forbade her to write and demand an explanation. 

She noticed with spasms of terror that Miss Tremont 
was failing. The rush and worry of a lifetime had 
wom the blood white, and the nerve-force down like an 
old wharf pile. But Miss Tremont would not admit 
that she had lost an ounce of strength. She arose at 
the same hour and toiled until late. When Patience 
begged her to take care of herseif, she became almost 
querulous, and all Patience could do was to antidpate 
her in every possible way, But when school reopened 
she had little time for anything but study. She was 
to finish in June, and the last year's course was very 
difficult. 

She graduated with ^ying colours, and Miss Tre- 
mont was so proud and excited that she took a day*s 
vacation. A week later Patience hinted that she thought 
she should be earning her own living; but Miss Tremont 
would not even discuss the subject. She feil into a 
rage every time it was broached, and Patience, who 
would have rebelled, had Miss Tremont been younger 
and strenger, submitted : she knew it would not be for 
long. 
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xn. 

Patience was languid all summer, and lay about in 
the woods, when she could, reading little and thinking 
much. Her school-books put away forever, she feit 
for the first time that she was a woman, but did not 
take as much interest in herseif as she had thought she 
should. She speculated a good deal upon her future 
career as a newspaper woman, and expended two cents 
every moming upon the New York "Day." But she 
forgot to study it in the new interest it created: she had 
just the Order of mind to succumb to the fascination of 
the newspaper, and she read the "Day's" report of cur- 
rent history with a keener pleasure than even the great 
records of the past had induced. She longed for a 
companion with whom to talk over the significant ten- 
dencies of the age, and gazed upon Beverly Peele's 
dome-like brow with a sigh. 

Once, in the Sunday issue, she came upon a column 
and a half devoted to Rosita, "The Sweetheart of the 
Public," "The Princess Royal of Opera Bouffe." The 
description of the young prima donna's home life, per- 
sonal characteristics, and footlight triumphs, was further 
embellished by a painfully decolleU portrait, a lace night- 
gown, a pair of wonderfully embroidered stockings, and 
a rosary. 
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Patience read the article twice, wondering why fame 
reälised looked so diiferent from the abstract quality of 
her Imagination. 

"Somehow it seems a sort of tin halo," she thought. 
Then her thoughts drifted back to Monterey, and re- 
called it with startling vividness. "Still even if I 
haven't forgotten it, it is like the memory of änother 
life. Its only lasting eifect has been to make me hate 
what is coarse and sinful; and dear auntie, even if she 
hasn't converted me, has developed all my good. 

"I wonder if Rosita has been in love, änd if that 
is the reason she has forgotten me. But she hasn't 
married, so perhaps it's only adulation that has driven 
everything eise out of her head." And then with her 
eyes on the river, which under the heavy sky looked 
like a stream of wrinkling lead from which a coating of 
silver had worn off in places, she feil to dreaming of 
Beverly Peele and an ideal existence in which they 
travelled and read and assured each other of respectful 
and rarefied aifection. 

Early in the winter the influenza descended upon 
America. Mr. Peele, his wife wrote, was one of the first 
victims, and the entire family took him to Florida. One 
night, a month later, Miss Tremont retumed from Hog 
Heights and staggered through her door. 

"Oh," she moaned, as Patience nished forward and 
caught her in her arms, "I feel so strangely. I have 
pains all over me, and the queerest feeling in my 
knees." 



A I 
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"It*s the grippe," said Patience, who had read its 
history in the "Day." She put Miss Tremont to bed, 
and sent for the doctor. The old lady was too weak 
to protest, and swallowed the medicines submissively. 
She recovered in due course, and one day slipped out 
and plodded through the snow to Hog Heights. She 
was brought home unconscious, and that night was 
gasping with pneumonia. 

There was no lack of nurses. Miss Beale and Mrs. 
Watt, who had helped to care for her during .the less 
serious attack, returned at once, and many others called 
at intervals during the day and night 

Patience sat constantly by the bed, staring at the 
face so soon to be covered from all sight. She wanted 
to cry and scream, but could not. Her heart was like 
lead in her breast. 

At one o'clock on the second night, she and Miss 
Beale were alone in the sick room. Mrs. Watt was 
Walking softly up and down the hall without 

Miss Tremont was breathing irregularly, and Patience 
bent over her with white face. Miss Beale began to sob. 

"Is it not terrible, terrible," she ejaculated, "that 
she should die like this, she whose deathbed should 
have been so beautiful, — unconscious, drugged — mor- 
phine, which is as accursed as whisky — " 

"I am glad of it. It would be more horrible to see 
her suifer." 

"I don't want to see her suffer — dear, dear Miss 
Tremont. But she should have died in the füll know- 
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ledge that she was going to God. Oh! Oh!" she burst 
out afresh. "How I envy her! It's my only, only sin, 
but I can't help envying those who are going to heaven. 
I can't wait. I do so want to see the beautiful green 
pastures and the still waters — and oh, how I want to 
talk with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob!" 

Patience flung her head into her lap and burst into 
a fit of laughter. 



XIII. 

An hour later she went downstairs and tumed up 
all the lights. Mrs. Watt had gone to the next house 
to telephone for the undertakers. When she returned 
she went upstairs to Miss Beale. Patience could hear 
the two women praying. That was the only sound in 
the terrible stillness. She paced up and down, wringing 
her hands and gasping occasionally. Her sense of de- 
solation was appalling, although as yet she but half 
realised her bereavement. 

Suddenly she heard the sound of runners on the 
crisp snow. They stopped before the gate. She ran 
shuddering to the window. The moon flooded the 
white earth. Two tall black shadows came down the 
path. They trod as if on velvet. Even on the Steps 
and porch they made no soünd. They knocked as 
death may knock on a human soul, lightly, meaningly. 

Patience Sparhawk. I, H 
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Patience dragged herseif to the door and opened it. 
The long narrow black men entered and bent their 
heads solemnly. Patience raised her shaking hand, and 
pointed to the floor above. The men of death bowed 
again, and stole upward like black ghosts. In a few 
moments they stole down again and out and away. 
Patience nished frantically through the rooms to the 
kitchen, where she feil upon Ellen, dozing by the fire, 
and screamed and laughed until the terrified woman 
flung a pitcher of water on her, then carried her upstairs 
and put her to bed. 



XIV. 

A WEEK later Patience wandered restlessly about 
the lonely house. The hundreds of people that had 
thronged it had gone at last, even Miss Beale and Mrs. 
Watt. 

She had cried until she had no tears left, and re- 
belled until reason would hear no more. Her nerves 
feit blunt and worn down. 

Yesterday Miss Tremont's lawyer had told her that 
after a few unimportant bequests she was to have the 
income of the dead woman's small estate until she mar- 
ried, after which she would have nothing and the Tem- 
perance cause all. She was therefore exempt from the 
pettiest and severest of life's trials. Mis§ Tremont had 
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also left a letter, begging her to devote herseif to a life 
of charity and reform. But Patience had at last revolted. 
She realised how empty had been her part, how tor- 
rential the impulsion of Miss Tremont. 

The great world outside of Mariaville pressed upon 
her Imagination, gigantic, rainbow-hued , alluring. It 
beckoned with a thousand fingers, and all her complex 
being responded. She longed for a talent with which to 
add to its beauty, and thought no ill of it. 

She had sat up half the night thinking, and this 
moming she feit doubly restless and lonely. She 
wanted to go away at once, but as yet she had made 
no plans; and plans were necessary. She was too tired 
to go to Mr. Field and apply for work; and she knew 
that her delicate appearance would not commend itself 
to his approval. She went to the mirror in the best 
spare bedroom and regarded herseif anxiously. Her 
black-robed figure seemed very tall and thin, her face 
white and sharp. 

"Even red bows — " she began; then her memory 
tossed up Rosita. "Oh," she thought, "if I could 
only see her, — see someone I care a little for. I 
believe I'U go — there may have been some reason 
— her letters may have miscarried — I must see some- 
body." 

She ran upstairs, put on her outing tliings, and 
walked rapidly to the Station. The sharp air electrified 
her blood. The world was füll of youth and hope 
once more. She forgot her bereavement for the hour. 

II* 
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She hoped Rosita would ask ha: to visit her: the populär 
young prima donna must have drawn many brilliant 
people about her. 

When she reached New York she inquired her way 
to "Soper's Opera House/' obtained Rosita's address, 
and took the elevated train up town. She found the 
great apartment house with little difficulty, and was 
enraptured with its marble floors and pülars, its liveried 
servants and luxnrious elevator. 

"I certainly had rieh ancestors," she thought, "and 
I am sure they were swells. I have a natural affinity 
for all this sort of thing." 

She was landed at the very top of the house. The 
elevator boy directed her attention to a button, then 
slid down and out of sight, leaving Patience with the 
delightful Sensation of having stepped upon a new 
Stratum, high and away from the vast terrestrial cellar. 

A trim French maid opened the door. She stared 
at Patience, and looked disinclined to admit her. But 
Patience pushed the door back with determined hand. 

"I wish to see La Rosita,** she said in French. 

"But madame is not receiving to-day." 

"She will see me, I am sure. Teil her that Miss 
Sparhawk is here." 

The woman admitted her reluctantly, and left her 
Standing in an anteroom, passing between heavy portieres. 
Patience followed, and entered a large drawing-room 
fiUTiished with amber satin and ebony: a magnificent 
room, heavy with the perfume of great baskets of flowers, 
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and fiUed with costly articles of decoration. The carpet 
was of amber velvet. Not a sound of street penetrated 
the heavy satin curtains. 

An indefinable Sensation stole over Patience's 
mind, a ghost whose lineaments were blurred, yet 
familiär. She feit an impulse to tum and run, then 
twitched her Shoulders impatiently, and approaching 
oihGr por/üres, parted them and glanced into the room 
beyond. 

It was evidently a boudoir, a fragrant fairy-like thing 
of rose and lace. 

In a deep chair, clad in a roöe de chambre of rose- 
coloured silk, flowing open over a lace smock and petti- 
coat, lay Rosita. Her dense black hair was twisted 
carelessly on top of her head and confined with a 
jewelled dagger. One tiny foot, shod in a high-heeled 
Slipper of rose-coloured silk, was conspicuous on a low 
pouf. The flush of youth was in her cheek, its scarlet 
in her mouth. The large white lids lay heavily on the 
languorous eyes. In one hand she held a pink cigarette 
in a jewelled holder. She spoke in a low tantalising 
voice to a man who sat before her, leaning eagerly 
forward. 

The maid had evidently not succeeded in gaining 
her attention. Patience, conquering another impulse 
to run, pushed the hangings aside and entered. Rosita 
sprang to her feet, the blood flashing to her hair; but 
her eyes expanded with pleasure. 

"Patita! Patita!" she stammered, then caught Pa- 
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tience in her arms. As both girls looked as if about 
to weep, the man humedly departed. 

The girls hugged each other as of old; then Rosita 
divested Patience of her wraps and told the astonished 
maid to take them out of sight. 

"Now that you are here, you shall stay," she 
Said, "stay a long, long while. Have you had lun- 
cheon?*' 

"No — but Pm not — yes, I am, though, come to 
think of it. Get me something to eat. Rosita, how 
good it is to see you again! Why, why didn't you 
write to me?" 

"O — h; I will teil you, perhaps; but you must have 
luncheon first. I take a late breakfast, just after rising, 
so it will be a few minutes before yours is ready." 
She rang a bell and gave an order to the maid, then 
pushed Patience into the deepest and soflest chair in 
the room. 

"Now," she Said, smiling affectionately, "lie back 
and be comfortable; you look tired. Oh, Patita, I am 
so glad to see you. Isn't it like old times?" 

With a grace which long practice had made a fine 
art, she sank upon one end of a divan, and back among 
a mass of cushions. Her white arms lay along the 
pillows in such careless wise as to best exhibit their 
perfection; her head dropped backward slightly, revealing 
the round throat. The attitude was so natural as to 
suggest that she had ceased to pose. 

Patience stared at her, wondering if it could be the 
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same Rosita. All the freshness of youth was in that 
beautiful face and round voluptuous form, but she 
looked years and years and years older than the Rosita 
of Monterey. Patience suddenly feit young and foolish 
and green. The world that had been so great and 
wonderful to her imagination seemed to have shrunken 
to a ball, to be tossed from one to the other of those 
white idle hands. 

"What has changed you so?" she asked abruptly. 

Rosita gave the low delicious laugh of which Patience 
had read in the New York "Day." She relit her cigar- 
ette and blew a soft cloud. 

"I will teil you after luncheon. You are the only 
person I would never fib to. I believe those grey eyes 
of yours are the only honest eyes in the world. Why 
are you in black?" 

Patience told her, and was drawn on to speak of 
herseif and her life. Rosita shuddered once or twice, 
an adorable little French shudder, and cast upward her 
glittering hands, whose nails Patience admired even 
more than their jewels. 

"2>w de tni alma!^^ she cried finally. "What an 
existence! — I cannot call it life. I should have jumped 
intö the river. That life would drive me mad, and I 
do not believe that it suits you either." 

She spoke with a Spanish accent, and with the affected 
precision of a foreigner that has carefully learned the 
English language. Her monotony of inflection was more 
effective than animation. 
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"No, it doesn't," said Patience, "and I have no 
intention of pursuing it I*m going to be a newspaper 
woman." 

Rosita gave forth a sound that from any other throat 
would have been a shriek. 

"A newspaper woman! And then you will come 
and interview me. How droll! I shall have to become 
eccentric, so that I can furnish you with *stories,' as 
they call them. I have been pumped dry. When the 
newspaper women have run out of everything eise they 
come to me, and they love me because I am good- 
natured, and turn my things upside down for them. I 
never refuse to see them, so they have never written 
anything horrid about me. Oh, I can teil you I have 
learned a great many lessons since I left Monterey. But 
here is your luncheon. While you are eating it I will 
do something for you that I have never done for any- 
one eise off the stage: I will sing to you." 

The maid placed a silver tray on a little table, and 
while Patience ate of creamed oysters and broiled part- 
ridge, Rosita sang as the larks of paradise may sing 
when angels awake with the dawn. Once Patience glanced 
hastily upward, half expecting to see the notes falling 
in a golden shower. When she expressed her admiration, 
Rosita's red Ups smiled slowly away from the white, 
Sharp little teeth. 

"Do you like it, Patita mia?*' she asked with be- 
witching graciousness. "Yes, I can sing. I have the 
World at my feet" 
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She resumed her ianguid attitude on the divan. 
^^Bueno," she said, "now I am going to teil you all 
about it. People are always a little heavy after eating: 
I waited on purpose. But you must promise not to move 
until I get through. Will you?" 

"Yes," said Patience, uncomfortably. "I hope it is 
nothing very dreadful." 

"That all depends upon the way you look at things. 
It will seem odd to teil it to you. You used to be the 
one to do what you feit like and teil other people that 
if they did not like it they could do the other thing; 
but I suppose you are W. C. T. U'd." 

"No, Pm not. Go on." 

"Well, I will." She paused and laughed lightly. 
"Funny world. We do not usually teil this sort of story 
to a woman, but you and I are different. Bueno. 

"I went to Paris and studied hard. Yes, I am lazy 
yet, but I had made up my mind to be a great, great, 
great success. I had what in insane people is called 
the ßxed idea, and the American in me conquered the 
Spanish. Everybody praised my voice. No one said 
it was the greatest voice in the world, nor even better 
than two or three others over there; but I had no dis- 
couragement. I attracted a great deal of attention from 
men, but the duena never let them get a word with me, 
and I did not care. I used to wonder at the stories 
told about some of the other girls, and did not half 
understand. Two sold themselves; but why? with a 
fortune in one's throat. Others feil in love, and talked 
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about the temperament of the artist, but I could not 
understand that nonsense either. 

^^Bueno, at the end of the time Soper came over 
and bought me eight trunks füll of the most beautiful 
clothes you ever saw, — mostly for the stage, but lots 
for the house and street. He said I was a first-class 
Investment, and worth the outlay. When he heard me 
sing he shook all over. I ought to teil you that I had 
been kept on short allowance, and had had very dowdy 
clothes, which broke my heart. 

^^Bueno, we came home. On the steamer, Soper 
treated me like a father, but never let me talk to a man. 
Either he or the duena was at my heels all the time. 
He is a coarse-looking man, but I really liked him 
because he had been so good to me, and there was 
something very attractive about him. When we reached 
New York the duena left us. She said she was going 
straight to Philadelphia to her home. Soper and I got 
in another cab and drove to an apartment on Broadway. 
I did not know until the next day that it was his apart- 
ment. That was in the evening. The next morning, 
while I was at a late breakfast, he sent me a note, 
saying that he would call in an hour and have a business 
talk with me. I was practising my scales when he came 
in, and he clapped his hands and offered me a chair. 
He drew one up for himself, and then said in a perfectly 
businesslike voice: — 

"'When I ran across you I knew that you only 
needed training to become a queen of opera bouffe, and 
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to make a fortune for someone besides yourself. I 
also saw that you were going to become a beautiful 
woman. I made up my mind that I would own both 
the woman and the artist. Don't look like a little 
tigress — still, Fm glad you can look that way, — you 
may be able to do Carmen yet Don't misunderstand 
me. I am not a villain, merely a practical man with 
an eye to beauty. I have no idea of letting you get 
under the influence of any other man, — not even if you 
weren't so pretty. Let me console you by telling you 
that for the sort of woman you are there is no escape. 
You were made to drive men mad, and for the comic 
Opera stage. That sort of combination might as well 
get down to business as early in the game as possible: 
it saves time. 

"*Had I never discovered you, you would have 
drifted from Company to Company, gone the pace with 
nothing to show for it, and worn out your youth at 
one-night Stands. I saved you from a terrible fate. 
You know the rest You know what you owe me. 
You have developed even beyond my hopes, but — 
mark you this — I have not advertised you in ^ny way. 
You are as unknown as on the day you left California. 
If you mount the high horse and say: "Sir, you are 
a villain. Go to, go to!" I shall merely turn you loose 
without your trunks. You may imagine that with your 
voice and beauty you could get an engagement anywhere. 
So you could — without advertising, without an opera, 
and without a theatre of your own. Every existing 



172 PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 

troupe has its own prima donna; you would have to 
take a second or third-rate part, — and unquestionably 
in a travelling troupe. There is no place for you in 
New York but the one I propose to create. Lillian 
Russell practically owns the Casino, and will, unless all 
signs fail, for many years. She would not tolerate you 
on. the same stage five minutes; neither would any prima 
donna who had any influence with her manager, — and 
they mostly have. Your career would be exactly what 
it would have been if I had not met you, — füll of hard- 
ships and change and racing about the country; arriving 
at six in the evening, singing at eight, leave the next 
morning at four, get what sleep you could on the train. 
That's about the size of it. You'd be painting inside 
of a year, if not wearing plumpers. And what you're 
mad at now, you'd be looking upon as a matter of course 
then, and grateful for the admiration. 

" *Moreover, no success is worth a tinker's dam that 
ain't made in New York, — I think I wrote you that on 
an average of once a month. If you show that you have 
horse sense, and will sign a contract with me for five 
years, TU make you the rage in New York inside of two 
months. Now it is success or failure: you can take your 
choice. ril be here to-morrow at ten.' And he was 
gone before I could speak. 

**Bueno, after I had gotten over being fearfully mad 
I sat down and thought it all over. I knew that all he 
Said was true. I had heard too much in Paris. He 
had kept writing me that virtue paid in an actress to 
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keep me straight, but I had heard the opposite about 
nine hundred times. Bueno, I was in a trap. I had 
made up my mind to succeed. I had even worked for 
it, — and you know how much that meant with me. I 
made up my mind that succeed I would, no matter 
what the price. It is one of two things in this world, 
— success or failure, — and if you fail nobody cares a 
hang about your virtue. 

"You know I never was sentimental nor romantic. 
Soper had made a piain business proposition in a 
practical way that I liked. If he had gone on like a 
stage lover it would have been much harder. And 
after all I would be no worse than a society girl who 
sells herseif to a rieh husband. So, after turning it over 
for twenty-four hours — or all the time I was awake — I 
concluded not to be a fool, but La Rosita, Queen of 
Opera Bouffe. When he called I merely shrugged my 
Shoulders and said 'Bueno' He laughed, and said I 
would certainly succeed in this world; that the beau- 
tiful woman with the cool calculating brain always got 
there. So — here I am. What do you think of it?" 

During this recital her voice had not for one instant 
broken nor hardened. She told her story in the soft, 
sweet, languid voice of Spain; she might have been re- 
lating an idyl of which she was the Juliet and Soper the 
Romeo. 

Patience stared at her with wide eyes and dry 
Ups. 
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"And you have never regretted it?" she asked; "you 
don't care?" 

Rosita raised her beautiful brows. "Regret? Well, 
no, I should say not. Have I not realised my dreams 
and ambition? Am I not rieh and famous and happy 
instead of a scrambling nobody? Regret? — No — rather. 
What is more, I know how to save. A good many of 
US have leamed that lesson. When I have lost voice 
and youth I shall be rieh, — rieh. We do not end in a 
garret, like in the old days. And I do not drink, and 
I rest a great deal — it will be a long time before I go 
off. Besides, there are the beauty doctors — Oh, no, I 
am not regretting. And Soper is getting tired of me, I 
am happy to say." 

Patience rose and went into the room where the 
maid had carried her hat and jacket. It was a bed- 
room, a white nest of lace and velvet. When she re- 
turned she said: "I should like to go home and think 
it over. I feel queer and stunned. You have taken 
me so completely by surprise that I can hardly think." 

Rosita coloured angrily. 

"You are shocked, I suppose," she said with a sneer. 
"I should think—" She paused abruptly. She was 
still an amiable little soul. 

Patience understood perfectiy, and tumed a shade 
paler. "I told you that I did not understand how I 
feit. In fact, I hardly ever know just how I feel about 
anything. I suppose it is because I have the sort of 
mind that is made to analyse, and I haven't had ex- 
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perience enough to know how. And I never judge any- 
one. Why should I? Why should we judge anybody? 
We are not all made alike. I couldn't do what you 
have done, but that is no reason why I should condemn 
you. That would be absurd. If anyone eise had told 
me this story I should only have been interested — I am 
so curious about everything. But you see you are the 
only girl friend I ever had, and that is what makes me 
feel so strangely. Good-bye;" and she hurriedly left 
the room. 



XV. 



When she reached home she forgot her horror of 
death- Chambers, and went to Miss Tremonfs room and 
flung herseif on the bed. She did not cry — her tears 
had all been spent; but she feit something of the pro- 
found misery of the last year in Monterey. During the 
intervening years she had seen little of the cloven hoof 
of human nature; the occasional sin over on Hog 
Heights hardly counted; creatures of the lower con- 
ditions had no high lights to make the shadows startling. 
But to-day the horror of old experiences rushed over 
her; she was filled with a profound loathing of life, of 
human nature. 

So far, of love, in its higher sense — if it possessed 
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such a part — she had seen nothing; of sensuality, too 
much. True, she had spent two weeks with Miss 
Galpin, during that estimable young woman's engage- 
ment; but Miss Galpin took love as a sort of front- 
parlour, evening-dress affair, and Patience had not 
deigned to be interested. She had speculated some- 
what over Miss Tremont*s early romance, but could only 
conclude that it was one of those undeveloped little 
histories that so many old maids cherish. 

She recalled all the love-stories she had read. Even 
the masters were insipid when they attempted to portray 
Spiritual love. It was only when they got down to the 
congenial substratum of passion that they wrote of love 
with colour and fire. Was she to believe that it did 
not exist, — this union of soul and mind? Her dreams 
receded, and refused to cohere. She wondered, with 
natural egoism, if any girl of her age had ever received 
so many shocks. She was on the threshold of life, with 
a mass of gross material out of which to shape her 
mental attitude to existing things. True, she had met 
only women of relative sinlessness during these last 
years, but their purity was uninteresting because it 
was that of people mentally limited, and possessed of 
the fad of the unintellectual. Moreover, they had their 
erotism, the oddest, most unreal, and harmless erotism 
the World has known in the last two thousand years; 
and after all quite incidental: her keen eyes had long 
since observed that the old maids were far more religious 
than the married women, that the girls cooled perceptibly 
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to the great abstraction as soon as a concrete candidate 
was approved. 

She longed passionately for Miss Tremont. All her 
old restlessness and doubt had returned with the flight 
of that ardent absorbing personality. She wished that 
she could have been remodelled; for, after all, the dear 
old lady, whatever her delusions, had been happy. 
But she was still Patience Sparhawk; she could only 
be thankful that Miss Tremont had cemented her hatred 
of evil. 

She rose abruptly, wom out by conjectures and ana- 
lysis that led nowhere, and went out into the woods. 

"Oh," she Said, lifting her arms, "this at least is 
beautiful." 

The ground was hard and white and sparkling. The 
trees were crystal, down to the tiniest twig. They 
glittered iridescently under the level rays of the sun 
descending upon the Palisades on the far side of the 
Hudson. The river was grey under great floating blocks 
of ice. Groves of slender trees in the hollows of the 
Palisades looked like fine bunches of feathers. On the 
long slopes the white snow lay deep; above, the dark 
steeps were merely powdered, here and there; on the 
high crest the woods looked black. 

She walked rapidly up and down, calmed, as of old, 
by the beauty of nature, but dreading the morrow and 
the recurring to-morrows. Suddenly through those glit- 
tering aisles pealed the rieh sonorous music of the organ. 
The keys were under the hands of a master, and the 

Patience Sparhawk. /, 12 
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great notes throbbed and swelled and roUed through the 
winter stillness in the divine harmonies of the "The 
Messiah." Patience stood still, shaking a Uttle. On a 
hill above the wood a large house had been built re- 
cently; the organ must be there. 

The diamond radiance of the woods was living me- 
lody. The very trees looked to bow their crystal heads. 
The great waves of harmony seemed rolling down from 
an infinite height, down from some cathedral of light 
and Stars. 

The ugly impressions of the day vanished. The 
sweet intangible longing she had been used to know in 
Carmel tower fiashed back to her. What was it? She 
recalled the words of the Stranger. It was long since 
she had thought of him. She closed her eyes and 
stood with him in the tower. His voice was as distinct 
as the notes of the organ. She feit again the tumult of 
her young half-comprehending mind. Was not life all 
a matter of ideals? Were not the bad and the good 
happy only if consistent to a fixed idea? Did she make 
of herseif such a woman as the Stranger had evoked 
out of the great mass of small feminity, could she not 
be supremely happy with such a man? Where was he? 
Was he married? He seemed so dose — it was in- 
credible that he existed for another woman. Who more 
surely than she could realise the purest ideal of her 
imaginings, — she with her black experience and hatred 
of all that was coarse and evil? She closed her eyes 
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to her womanhood no longer. It thrilled and shook her. 
If he would come — She trembled a little. 

All men were henceforth possible lovers. Unless the 
Stranger appeared speedily his memory must give way 
to the definite. The imperious demands of a woman's 
nature cannot be satisfied with abstractions. The ideal 
which he stood for would lend a measure of itself to 
each engaging man with whom she exchanged greeting. 



XVI. 

"Miss Patience!" oied a strident voice. 

Patience tumed with a violent Start. Ellen was a 
large blotch on the white beauty of the wood. 

"There's a young lady to see you. She didn't give 
her name as I remember." 

Patience followed the servant resentfully. The world 
was cold and duU again. But when she recognised the 
Peele coachman and footman on the handsome sleigh 
before the door she forgot her dreams, and went eagerly 
into the house. 

A girl was Standing before the mantel, regarding 
through a lorgnette a row of photographs. She tumed 
as she heard footsteps, and came forward with a cordial 
smile on her piain charming face. She wore a black 
cloth frock and turban which made Patience feel dowdy 
as Rosita's magnificence had not. 

12* 
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"I am Hai," she said, "and you«are Patience, of 
course. I hope you have heard as much of me as I 
have of you. Dear old girl, I was awfuUy fond of her. 
You look so tired — are you?" 

"A little. It is so good of you to come. Yes, IVe 
heard a very great deal of you." 

"PH sit down, thank-you. Let's tiy this sofa. IVe 
already tried the chairs, and they're awful. But I sup- 
pose dear old Harriet never sat down at all. I wonder 
if she'U be happy in heaven with nothing to do." 

Patience smiled sympathetically. "She ought to be 
glad of a rest, but I don't believe she is." 

"She thought we were all heathens — dear old soul; 
but I did love her. What was the trouble? We only had 
one Short letter from Miss Beale. Do teil me all about it." 

Miss Peele had an air of reposeful alertness. She 
leaned forward slightly, her eyes fixed on Patience's 
with flattering attention. She looked a youthful world- 
ling, a captivating type to a country girl. Her voice 
was very sweet, and exquisitely modulated. Occasionally 
it went down into a minor key. 

"What shall you do with yourself, now?" she asked 
anxiously, when Patience had finished the brief story. 
"I am so interested in you. I don't know why I 
haven^t called before, except that I never find time to 
do the things I most care for; but I have wanted to 
come a dozen times, and when we retumed yesterday 
and heard of the dear old girPs death I made up my 
mind to come at once. And I'm coming oflen. I 
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know we shall be such good friends. Pm so glad she 
left you her money so you won't have to work. It must 
be so horrid to work. I'm going to ask mamma to ask 
you to visit us. She's feeling rather soft now over 
Cousin Hamet's death, so I'U strike before she gets the 
icebergs on. She isn't pleasant then. 1*11 teil her you 
don't wear the white ribbon yet — " She broke into a 
light peal of laughter. "Poor mamma! how she used 
to suffer. Cousin Harriefs white bow was the great 
cross of her life. It will go for toward reconciling 
her — Don't think that my parent is heartless. 
She merely insists upon everything belonging to her to 
be Sans reproche, That's the reason we don't always 
get along. What lovely hair you have — a real blonde 
cendr/e, It's all the rage in Paris. And that great coil 
is beautiful. Teil me, didn't you find that Temperance 
work a hideous bore?" 

"Oh, yes, but no one could resist Miss Tremont." 

"Indeed one couldn't. I believe she'd have roped 
me in if I'd lived with her; but Pm a frivolous good-for- 
nothing thing. You look so serious. Do you always 
feel that way?" 

Patience smiled broadly. "Oh, no. I often feel 
that I would be very frivolous indeed if drcumstances 
would permit. It must be very interesting." 

"You get tired of yourself sometimes — I mean I do. 
Are you very religious?" 

"I am not religious at all." 

"Oh, how awfuUy joUy. I do the regulation busi- 
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ness, but it is really tragic to carry so much religion 
round all the time. I wonder how Cousin Harnet and 
the Lord hit it off, or if they liked each other better 
at a distance? I corresponded once with the brother 
of a school friend for a year, and when I met him I 
couldn't endure him. Those things are very trying. I 
am going to call you Patience. May I? And if ever 
you call me Miss Peele you'U be sorry. How awfully 
smart you'd look in gowns. My colouring is so common- 
place. If I didn't know how to dress, and hadn't been 
taught to carry myself with an air, I*d be just nothing 
— no more and no less. But you have such a lovely 
nose and white skin — and that hair! You are aristo- 
cratic looking without being swagger. Tm the other 
way. You can acquire the one, but you can't the other. 
When you have both you'U be out of sight 

"What fun it would be," she rambled on in her 
bright, inconsequential way, "if Bev should fall in love 
with you and you'd marry him. Then I'd have such 
fun dressing you, and we'd get ahead of my cousin 
Honora Mairs, whom I hate, and who, Fm afraid, will 
get him. Propinquity and flattery will bring down any 
man — they're such peacocks. But PH bring him to see 
you. You ought to have a violet velvet frock. Fd bet 
on Bev then. But, of course, you can't wear colours yet, 
and that dead black is wonderfully becoming. Can I 
bring him up in a day or two?"^ 

"Oh, yes," said Patience, smiling as she recalled 
her brief periods of spiritual matrimony with Beverly 
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Peele; "by all means. TU be so glad to meet all of 
you. And you are certainly good to take so much 
interest in me." 

"I am the angel of the family. Well, I must be off, 
or rU have to dine all by me lonely. None of the rest 
of the family uses slang: that is the reason I do. May 
is a grown-up baby, and never disobeyed her mamma 
in her life. Honora is a classic, and only swears in the 
privacy of her closet when her schemes fail. Mother — 
well, youVe seen mother. As you may imagine, she 
doesn't use slang. Papa doesn't talk at all, and Bev 
is a prig where decent women are concerned. So, you 
See, I have to let off steam somehow, and as I haven't 
the courage to be larky, I read French novels and use 
bad words." 

She rose and moved toward a heavy coat that lay 
on a chair. "Well, Patience — what a funny lovely old- 
fashioned name you have — I'm going to bring Bev to 
see you as a last resource. Pve tried him on a dozen 
other girls, but it was no go. 111 talk you up to him 
meanwhile — I'U teil him that you are one of the cold, 
haughty, indifferent sort, and yet withal a village maiden. 
He admires blondes, and you're such a natural one. 
Weil come up Sunday on horseback. Now be sure to 
make him think you don't care a hang whether he likes 
you or not — he's been so run after. Isn't it too funny? 
I did not come here on matchmaking thoughts intent, 
but I do like you, and we could have such jolly good 
fun together. 111 teach you how to smoke cigarettes — " 



184 PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 

"But Miss Peele — Hai — you know — I don't want to 
marry your brother — I have never even seen him — much 
as I should like to live with you — Pd even smoke 
cigarettes to please you — but really — " 

"Oh, I know, of course. I can only hope for the 
best, and Bev certainly is fasdnating. At least he ap- 
pears to be," and she smiled oddly; "but being a man's 
sister is much like being his valet, you know. Would 
you mind helping me into this coat? 

"I hate these heavy für things," she said petulantly. 
"Oh, thanks — they don't suit my light and airy archi- 
tecture, and I can't get up any dignity in them at all. 
I need fluffy, graceful, French things. You'd look süperb 
in velvet and fürs and all that sort of thing. Well, bye- 
bye, — no, — au revoir*' 

She took Patience's face between her hands and 
lightly kissed her on either cheek. 

"Don't be lonesome," she said. "Pd go frantic in 
this house. Can't I send you some books? Pve a lot 
of naughty French ones — " 

"No!" said Patience, abruptly, "I don't want them. 
Don't think Pm a prig," she added, hastily, as a look of 
apprehension crossed Miss Peele's face; "but I had a 
hideous shock to-day, and I don't want to read anything 
similar at present — " 

"Oh, teil me about it. How could you have a shock 
in Mariaville?" 

"I didn't. It was in New York — " 

"Oh, was it real wicked? Did you have an adven- 
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ture? Do teil me — Well, don% of course, if you don*t 
want to, only Fm so interested in you. Well, I must, 
must go;" and despite the fürs she moved down the 
walk with exceeding grace. As she drove ofF she leaned 
out of the sleigh and waved her hand. 

"Oh!" thought Patience, "Fm so glad she came. It 
was like fresh air after a corpse covered with Sachet 
bags." And then she went to the mantel and gazed 
upon Beverly Peele. 



XVII. 

When Sunday came Patience dressed herseif with 
unusual care. It did not occur to her that people in 
different spheres of hfe arose at different hours, and she 
expected her guests any time after eight o'clock. 

Of course she must wear unrelieved black, but after 
prolonged regard in the becoming mirror of the best 
spare room, she dedded that it rather enhanced her 
charms, now that a week's rest had banished the drcles 
from her eyes and cleared her skin. 

She had coiled her soft ashen hair loosely on the 
top of her head, pulling it out a little about her face — 
she wore no bangs. Her restless eyes were dark and 
clear and sparkling, her mouth pink. She carried her 
slender figure with a free, graceful poise. The carriage 
of her head was almost haughty. Her hips had a 
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generous swell. Her hands and teeth were very 
white. 

"I certainly have a look of race," she thought, "if 
I'm not a beauty. I*d give a good deal to know that 
my ancestors really did have good blood in their veins. 
I don't care so much for money, but I'd like to be sure 
of that." 

After breakfast she wandered about restlessly. She 
had known few moments of peace since Miss Peele's 
Visit. The train had been fired, and her being was in 
a tumult. Beverly Peele, the Stranger, and the vague 
ideals of her early girlhood were inextricably mixed. 
The result was a being before whom she trembled with 
mingled rapture and terror. Her vivid imagination had 
evoked a distinct entity, and the love scenes that had 
been enacted between the girl and this wholly satisfactory 
eidolon were such as have time out of mind made Ufe 
as it is seem a singularly 4efective composition to the 
wondering mind of woman. 

At times she was terrified at the rieh possibilities of 
her nature, so little suspected. The revelation gave her 
vivid comprehension of woman's tremendous power for 
sacrifice and surrender, possibilities of which she had 
read with much curiosity, but little S)ntnpathy. For those 
women she feit a warm honour, a fierce desire to espouse 
their cause. For Rosita she had only loathing and con- 
tempt. 

It was not only passion that was awake. Sentiment, 
that finer child of the brain, and the sweet, faint feeling 
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which assuredly lingers about the region of the heart, 
whatever its physical cause may be, were there in füll 
measure to lend their potent lashings to that primeval 
force which is as mighty in some women as in some 
men. It is doubtful if a woman ever loves a man when 
in his arms with the same exaltation of soul and passion 
which she feels for that creation of her brain that he 
little more than suggests, and that is only whoUy hers 
when the man himself is absent. Imagination in woman 
is as arbitrary as desire in man, and she is beaten 
down and crushed by this imperious and capricious 
brain-imp so many times in her life that the wonder is 
she is not driven to the hopes and illusions of religion, 
or to humour, long before the skin has yellowed and the 
eye paled. 

And when the imagination has füll sway, when the 
man has not been beheld, when he has been invested 
with every quality dear to the heart of the generously 
endowed woman, when, indeed, all eidola blend, and 
she has a confused vision of an immense and mighty 
force bearing down upon her which shall sweep every 
tradition out of existence and annihilate the material 
World, then assuredly man himself would do well to retire 
into obscurity and curse his shortcomings. 

It was four o'clock, and she had been through the 
successive stages of hope, despair, hope, melancholia, 
hope, and resignation, before she heard the sharp 
clatter of hoofs on the road. She ran to the dining- 
room window, her heart thumping, and peered through 
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the blind. They were Coming! Hai sat her horse 
like a swa)dng reed, but the young man on the large 
chestnut rode in the agonised fashion of the day. He 
was of medium height, she saw, compactly and elegantly 
built, and the beauty of his face had defied the photo- 
grapher's art. 

Patience ran to the kitchen and told Ellen to answer 
the bell immediately, then sat down by the stove to 
compose herseif. She was still trembling, and wished to 
appear cold and stately, as Hai had recommended. 
When Ellen retumed and announced the visitors, she 
sprang up, patted her hair, pulled down the bodice of 
her gown, and then, with what dignity she could muster, 
went forth to meet her fate. She did wish she had a 
train. It was so difficult to be stately in a skirt that 
cleared the ground. 

As she entered the parlour Mr. Peele was Standing 
by the opposite door. His riding gear was very becom- 
ing. Patience noted swiftly that his eyes were a spotted 
brown and that his mouth pouted under the dark 
moustache. 

Hai came forward with both hands extended. "We 
have come, you see," she said, "and we had to make a 
wild break to do it — had a lot of Company; but I was 
bound to come. Patience, this is Beverly. He's quite 
frantic to meet you. It was all I could do to keep him 
away until to-day." 

The young man bowed in anything but a frantic 
manner, and stood gracefully until the girls were seated. 
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Then he took a chair and caressed his moustache, re- 
garding Patience attentively. 

"Would you mind if Bev smoked?" asked Hai. "He 
is just wild for a cigar. We had to ride so hard to keep 
warm that he didn't have a chance, and he's a slave to 
the weed." 

Patience glanced swiftiy at the door, half-expecting 
to see the indignant wraith of Miss Tremont, then, almost 
reluctantly, gave the required permission. Mr. Peele 
promptly Ut a cigar. Patience wondered if he would 
ever speak. Perhaps he did not think it worth his while. 
He looked very haughty. 

"We had a perfectly beautiful ride," said Hai, in 
her plaintive voice. "I'd rather be on a horse than on 
an ocean steamer, and I do love to travel. You look 
ever so much better than you did, Patience. You must 
have needed a rest." 

Mr. Peele removed his cigar. "Perhaps that was 
what she had been iwpatientiy waiting for," he re- 
marked. 

Patience stared at him. Her eyes expanded. Some- 
thing seemed crumbling within her. 

"Oh, Bev, you do make me so tired," said his sister. 
"I teil him eighteen times a day that punning is the 
lowest form of wit, but he's incorrigible. I suppose it's 
in the blood, and I'm glad it broke out in him instead 
of in me. It is well to be philosophical in this life — " 

"When you can't help yourself — " interrupted Mr. 
Peele, easily. 
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Patience feit it incumbent upon her to make conver- 
sation, although her thoughts were dandng a jig. 

"You have a beautiful horse," she said to the young 
man. 

His eyes Kt up with enthusiasm. "Isn't she a 
beauty?" he exclaimed. "She's taken two prizes and 
won a race. "She's the daughter — " 

"Patience doesn't know anything about horses," 
intemipted Hai. "What does she care whose daughter 
Firefly is?" 

"Oh, Pm very much interested," faltered Patience. 

"Are you really?" cried Mr. Peele, with a smile so 
beautiful that Patience caught her breath. "IVe got 
the rarest book in the country on horses — beautiful 
pictures — coloured — PH bring it up and explain it to 
you. Teil you a lot of stories about famous horses." 

"I shall be deHghted." 

"Do you ride?" 

"I used to ride a pony, but I haven't been on a 
horse for so long I've almost forgotten what it's like." 

"That's too bad. There's nothing like it. Makes 
you feel so good. When I have dyspepsia I just jump 
on Firefly, and Pm all right in less than no time. I 
take a canter for dyspepsia — although I can't — er — 
always feel at home that way. Ahefti!" 

Patience wanted to tear her hair. It was with an 
effort that she kept her face from convulsing with dis- 
gust. She caught sight of the young man's intellectual 
brow, and, without any premonitory consdousness, 
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laughed aloud. Mr. Peele smiled back with the pleasure 
of appredated wit, and resumed his cigar. 

"Bev isn't such a fool as he looks," remarked Hai, 
airily. "Just have patience with him. We all have 
our little failings." 

, Patience sat as if tiuned to clay. She could not 
talk. All her natural animation had deserted her. She 
wished they would go and leave her alone. But Hai 
pulled off her riding gloves, and made herseif comfort- 
able on the sofa. As she rattled on, Patience noticed 
how beautiful her nails were. She tumed her own 
hands over so that the palms lay upward. 

"Never mind," said young Peele, in a low tone. 
"They're much prettier." 

"Whafs that?" cried Hai. "What are you blush- 
ing about, Patience? How lovely it is to blush like 
that. Pve forgotten how— rand Pm only twenty-two. 
There's tragedy for you. It's not that Pve had so 
many compliments about my beauty, nor yet about my 
winning ways, — which are my strong point, — but I 
found so much to blush about when I was first launched 
upon this wicked world that I exhausted my capacity. 
And Bev always did teil such naughty stories — " She 
paused abruptly. "Dear me! perhaps Pve made a 
bad break, and prejudiced you against my brother; 
and I want you to be good friends so that we can have 
joUy times together. Perhaps you have an ideal man 
— a sort of Sk Galahad. I haven't sounded you yet." 

"Sir Galahad is not my ideal," said Patience, with 
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the quid^ sooro of the woman wfao is bom with intuitive 
knowledge of maiL **I ooold not find anything interest- 
ing in an elongated male infant" 

•'Oh, how lovely!" cried HaL •'Give me the man 
of the World every time I teil you, you appredate the 
dif^ence when you have to entertain 'em. And the 
dongated infant, as you put it, never understands a 
woman, and she has no use for that spedes whatever. 
He doesn't even want to understand her, and a woman 
resents that as a personal insult The bad ones hurt 
sometimes, but they're interesting; and when you leam 
how to manage them it's piain sailing enough. Mrs. 
Laurence Gibbs — a firiend of mamma's, awhilly good, 
goes in for charity and all that sort of thing — said the 
other day that at the rate women were devdoping and 
advandng, the Standard of men morally would have to 
be raised. But I said *Not mudi!' that the develop- 
ment of woman meant that women were becoming 
more dever, not merely bright and intellectual, and 
that clever women would demand devemess and fas- 
dnation in man above all dse; and that Sir Galahads 
were not that sort. It's experience that makes a man 
interesting to us women, — they represent all we'd like 
to be and don't dare. If they were like ourselves — if 
they didn't exdte our imaginations — we wouldn't care 
a hang for them. Mrs. Gibbs was horrified, of course, 
and told me I didn't know what I was talking 
about. But I said I guessed it was the other way. 
Pm not dever — not by a long sight, — and if I can*t 
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Stand a prig I know a clever woman can't and 
won't." 

"Pm so glad Pm not a prig," murmured Mr. 
Peele. 

"Oh, you're a real devil. If you were clever now, 
you'd have to be shut up to protect society; but as it 
is, you just go on your good looks, so you're not as 
dangerous as some." 

She rattled on, not giving the others a chance for 
more than a stray remark. Patience, listening with deep 
curiosity to this new philosophy, became aware of an 
increasing desire to turn her eyes to the man that had 
so bitterly disappointed her. A direct potent force 
seemed to emanate from him. It was her first experi- 
ence of man's magnetism, but she knew that he pos- 
sessed it to a remarkable degree. When he finally 
shot out an insignificant remark she feit, in the excuse 
it gave her to turn to him, a Sensation of positive re- 
lief. He was leaning back in his chair, in the easy 
attitude of a man that has been too accustomed to 
luxury all his life to look uncomfortable in any circum- 
stances. With his picturesque garb, his noble, beauti- 
ful face, his subtle air of elegance and distinction, he 
looked the ideal hero of girlhood's dreams. Patience 
wondered what Nature had been about, then recalled 
the many tricks of that capridous dame made famous 
in history, the round innocent faces of the worst boys 
in the Loyal Legion class, the saintly physiognomy 

Patience Sparhawk. /. '3 
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of a Mariaville minister who had recently fallen from 
grace. 

Peele was watching her out of his half-closed eyes, 
and as she met them he smiled almost affectionately. 
Patience averted her head quickly, angry that she had 
feit an impulse to respond, and fixed her attention on 
Hai. "Dear old Cousin Harnet," that young woman 
was remarking, "how I do wish that I were even sorrier 
than I am that she is dead. I try to think it's because 
I saw so little of her; but I know it's just because I'm 
so beastly selfish. I don't care a hang for anything 
that doesn't afFect my own happiness — " 

"You're not selfish," interrupted Patience, indig- 
nantly. 

"Oh, but I am," said Miss Peele, with a comical 
little air of disgust which sat as gracefully upon her as 
all her varying moods and manners. "I get up think- 
ing what I can get out of the day, and I go to bed glad 
or mad according to what the day has done for me. 
I don't go in for Church work like Honora — dear 
Honora! — nor am I always doing some pretty little 
thing for people like May. I suppose you think I'm 
an angel because I came to see you. I assured myself 
at great length that it was my duty — but it was piain 
curiosity, no more nor less; and now I like you awfuUy, 
better than any woman I ever met — and I do so want 
you to come and visit us, but — " 

"Couldn't you come and stay with me?" asked 
Patience, hurriedly. She had no desire to visit Mrs. 
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Gardiner Peele. "You know you have more or less 
Company, and I should be very quiet for awhile. And 
oh! I should so like to have you." 

"Oh, Pd love to! TU come and stay a week. Pm 
so sick of the whole family, Bev included. We won't 
be going anywhere for three months out of respect for 
Cousin Harriet — manima is very particular about those 
things — and I can get away as well as not. Pll come 
on Tuesday, — can I? Bev will come up occasionally 
and see how Pm getting on — won't you, Bewy, dear?" 

"Pd much rather you would not be here," said Mr. 
Peele, calmly. 

"Oh — really — well, we're all young yet. Pm Coming 
all the same. I suppose we must be going. We have 
to get home to dress for dinner, you know." 

She rose, and drew on her gloves. Her brother 
stood up immediately and helped her into her covert 
coat "Well, Patience," she said, kissing her lightly, 
"you'll see me on Tuesday. Pll come by train, and 
wire you beforehand. Manama'll raise Cain, but Pll 
manage it. It's only occasionally she's too much for 
me. The cold glare of those blue eyes of hers freezes 
my marrow at times and takes all the starch out of me. 
It*s awful to have been brought up under that sort of 
eye. When Honora marries it's the sort of eye she'll 
have. She cultivates the angelic at present. Have I 
talked you to death, Patience? So good of you to ask 
me to come." 

Peele held out his hand, and Patience could do no 
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less than lay hers within it As it closed she resisted 
an Impulse to nestle her own more closely into that 
warm grasp. He held her hand longer than was alto- 
gether necessary, and she feit indignantly that she had 
no desire to draw it away. 

"That'll do for one day," said Hai, drily. "Come 
along, Beverly Peele. We won't get home for qoffee at 
this rate." 

When they had gone Patience threw herseif on the 
sofa and burst into tears, then laughed suddenly. "I 
feel like the heroine of a tragedy," she thought. "And 
the tragedy is a pun!" 



xvni. 

Hal arrived on Tuesday afternoon. Patience for 
twenty-four hours after Beverly Peele's visit looked 
upon life through grey spectacles. She had an im- 
pression of being a solitary figure on a sandy waste, 
illimitable in extent. Life was ugly practical reality. 
It frightened her, and she cowered before it, hating the 
future, her blood chilled, her nerves blunt, her brain 
stagnant. 

But by Tuesday moming, being young and buoyant, 
she revived, and roamed through the woods, entirely 
loyal to the Stranger. She made up her mind that she 
would find him, that he could not be married. He 
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must have waited for her. "Oh!" she thought, "if I 
could not believe that something existed in this world 
as I have imagined it, some man good enough to love 
and look up tx), I believe I'd jump into the river. At 
least I have heard Him talk. He could not be a 
disappointment, like that hollow bronze. If there are 
many men in the world like Beverly Peele I don't 
wonder women are in revolt Women Start out in life 
with big ideals of man, and if they are disappointed I 
suppose they unconsciously strive to make themselves 
what they should have found in man. But it is un- 
natural. It seems to me that man must be able to 
give woman the best she can find in life, whether 
he does or not. Something in civilisation has gone 
wrong." 

"Pve been so restless," she said to Hai, as the girls 
sat on the edge of the bed in the spare room, holding 
each other's hand. "If you had not been coming Pd 
have gone to New York before this and seen Mr. Field, 
the editor of the *Day' — He promised me once he'd 
make a newspaper woman of me — " 

"A what?" cried Hai. "What on earth do you want 
to be a newspaper woman for?" 

"Well, I must be something. I couldn't live out of 
Mariaville on my income, and the few hundred dollars 
Mr. Foord left me, and I don't know of anything eise 
I want to be." 

"You are going to be Mrs. Beverly Peele," said Hai, 
definitely. "Beverly has the worst attack of my recol- 
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lection. He has simply raved about you. Teil me, 
don't you like him?" 

Patience said nothing. 

Hai leaned forward and tumed Patience's face about. 
"Don't you like him?" she asked in a disappointed 
tone. "Teil me. Please be frank. I hate people who 
are not." 

"Well, I'U confess it — I was disappointed in him. 
You see, I'd thought about him a good deal — several 
years, if you want to know the tnith — and I was sure 
he was an intellectual man — " 

Hai threw back her head and gave a clear ringing 
laugh. "Bev intellectual! Thafs too funny. I don't 
believe he ever read anything but a newspaper and 
horse literature in his life. But we all think he's bright. 
I think it my duty to teil you that he has a fearful 
temper. He's always been mamma's pet, and she never 
would cross him, so he flies into regulär tantrums when 
things don't go to suit him; but on the whole he's a 
pretty good sort. Don't you think he's good-looking?" 

"Oh, wonderfully," said Patience, glad to be enthu- 
siastic. 

"Well, I'm sure you'll like him when youVe forgot- 
ten the ideal and got used to the real. Do please try 
to like him, for Pm bent on having you for a sister- 
in-law." 

"Well, Vl\ try," said Patience, laughing. 

" You have no idea," continued the astute Miss Peele, 
"how many girls have been in love with him. Pve 
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known girls that looked like maxble statues — the 
marble statue with the snub nose; that's our swagger 
New York type, you know, — well, Pve seen them 
make perfect idiots of themselves about him. But so 
far he's rather preferred the ladies that don't visit at 
Peele Manor. IVe brought some cigarettes. Can I 
smoke?" 

"You can just do anything you like." 

"Thanks. Well, I think Pll begin by lying down 
on this soft bed. It*s way ahead of the chairs and sofa 
in the parlour." 

She exchanged her frock iox z. peignoir^ andextended 
herseif on the bed. Patience sat beside her in a rock- 
ing chair, her troubles forgotten. 

"By the way," said Hai, suddenly removing her 
cigarette, "what was the shock you had the other day? 
Teil me." 

"Well, I will," and Patience told the story of Rosita 
from beginning to end. Hai listened with deep in- 
terest. 

"That's a stunner," she said, "and worth Coming to 
Mariaville for. The little rip. She didn't teil you half. 
I'U bet my hopes of a tiara on that.^ But she does 
dance and sing like an angel. And so you were children 
together? How perfectly funny! Now teil me your 
history, every bit of it." 

Patience hesitated, then impulsively told the story, 
omitting few particulars. 

Miss Peele's cigarette was allowed to go out. *Well, 
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well," she said, when Patience had finished. "Fate 
did play the devil with you, didn't she? I'm so glad 
youVe told me. I'U teil the family what I like, and 
you keep quiet. I have the inestimable gift of selection. 
You poor child! I'm so glad you feil in with Cousin 
Harnet; and now you are going to be happy for the 
rest of your life. Oh, it's so good to be here in this 
quiet place. I'm so tired of everybody. Sometimes 
I get a fearful disgust. The same old grind, year after 
year. K I could only fall in love; but when I do I 
know it*ll be with a poor man. I never did have any 
luck." 

"Wouldn't you marry him?" 

Hai shook her wise young head. "I don't know. 
You never can teil what you'U do when you get that 
disease; but I do know that Pd be miserable if I did. 
Money, and plenty of it, is necessary to my happiness. 
You see we're not so horribly rieh. Papa gives mamma 
and May and me two thousand dollars eadi a year, and 
his income comes mostly from his practice. We haven't 
anything eise but a little house in town, and Peele Manor 
— which of course we'U never seil — and a big farm ad- 
joining. Bev runs that, and has the income from it — 
about three thousand dollars a year. When he wants 
more mamma gets it for him, and when he's married of 
Gourse hell have a lot more. Two thousand Stands me 
in very well now, but as a married woman I want nothing 
under thirty thousand a year — and that's a modest 
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ambition enough. You can't be anybody in New York 
on less. Oh, dear — life is a bürden." 

" Your woes are not very terrible," said Patience, 
drily. 

"Oh, you'd think so if you were me. We suffer 
according to our capacities and point of view. What 
is comedy to one is tragedy to another. If I had to 
wear the same clothes for two seasons I*d be as miser- 
able as a defeated candidate for the Presidency. Beer 
makes one man drunk and Champagne another. Bev, 
by the way, never drinks. He's rather straight than 
otherwise. What's your ideal of a man, by the way? 
Of course you have an ideal." 

"Oh, I don't know," said Patience, vaguely. "A 
man with a big brain and a big heart and a big arm." 

Miss Peele laughed heartily. "You are not exacting 
in your combinations, not in the least" 

The week passed delightfully to Patience, although 
Hai became rather restless toward the end. She 
arranged Patience's hair in six different fashions, then 
dedded that the large soft coil suited her best. 
Patience's nails were manicured, she was taught how 
to smoke dgarettes, and select extracts from French 
novels were read to her. Hai was an accomplished 
gossip, and regaled her hostess with all the whispered 
scandals of New York sodety. She was a liberal 
education. 

Beverly did not call, nor did he write, and Hai 
anathematised him freely. 
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"But I have my ideas on the subject," she said 
darkly. "Just you wait." 



XIX. 

On the evening of HaPs departure, as Patience was 
braiding her hair for the night, there was a sharp ring 
at the bell, and a few moments later Ellen came up- 
stairs with a card inscribed "Mr. Beverly Peele." 
Patience feit disposed to send word that she had re- 
tired, so thoroughly had she lost interest in the young 
man; but reflectiug that he had probably ridden ten 
miles on a cold night to see her, told Ellen to light all 
the burners in the parlour, and twisted up her hair. 

As she went downstairs she saw a heavy overcoat 
on the hall table. 

"If it had occurred to me that he had come by 
train," she thought, "I'd have let him go home again." 

He came forward with his charming smile, looking 
remarkably handsome in his evening clothes. 

"It was kind of you to come," she said, too unso- 
phisticated to feel embarrassed at receiving a man at 
night in a house where she lived alone with a servant. 
"Of course you knew how lonely I must be." 

"Hai is good Company, isn't she?" he asked, hold- 
ing her hand and staring hard at her. "But I should 
think she'd miss you more than you'd miss her." 
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Patience withdrew her band abruptly. Her face 
wore its accustomed cold gravity, contradicted by the 
eager eyes of youth. "Won't you sit down? I hope 
Hai has missed me, but she has hardly had time to teil 
you so." 

"Hasn't she? She has had several hours, and I 
suppose you know by this time how fast she can talk. 
She's awfully bright, don't you think so?" 

"Indeed she is." 

"She isn't a beauty like May, nor intellectual like 
Honora, but you can't have everything — that is, every- 
body can't." 

"Does anyone?" asked Patience, indifferently. 

"Hai says you are the cleverest woman she has ever 
met, — and — " 

"Pm afraid Hai is carried away by the enthusiasms 
of the moment," said Patience, as he paused. She was 
highly gratified, nevertheless. 

" — you are the prettiest woman I ever saw," he 
continued, as if she had not spoken. 

"Oh, nonsense!" exclaimed Patience, angrily, but 
the colour fiew to her face. 

"I mean it," and indisputably his eyes spoke ad- 
miration. "Pve thought of no one eise since I was 
here. I haven't come before, because there's nothing in 
calling on your sister, and that's what it would have 
amounted to. But, you see, Pm here the very night 
she left." 

"You are very flattering." Patience was beginning 
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to feel vaguely uncomfortable. She realised that the 
lore gathered from novels was valueless in a practical 
emergency, and longed for the experience of Hai. "I 
understand that you are considered fascinating, and I 
suppose most women do like to be fiattered." 

"I never paid a woman a compliment before in my 
life," he said, unblushingly. "You don't look a bit like 
any woman I ever saw. Hai says you look like a 
'white Star on a dark night/ and that*s about the size 
of it. You have such lovely hair and skin. ^ Pve al- 
ways rather admired plump women, but your slenderness 
suits you — " 

"Oh, please talk about something eise! I am not 
used to such stuff, and I don't like it. Suppose you 
talk about yourself." (She had read that man could 
ever be beguiled by this bait) "Are you as fond of 
travel as Hai is?" 

"I never travel," he said shortly. "When I find 
a comfortable place I stay in it. Westchester County 
suits me down to the ground." 

"You mean to say that you can travel and don't? 
that you don't care at all to see the beautiful things in 
Europe?" 

"Oh, my mother always brings home a lot of photo- 
graphs and things, and that's all I want of it. I never 
could understand why Americans are so restless. Pm 
sick of the very sound of Europe, anyway." 

"Are you fond of New York?" 

"New York is the centre of the earth, and füll of 
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pretty — interesting things, dontcherknow? I've had 
some gay times there, I can teil you. But I*ve settled 
down now, and prefer Westchester County to any place 
on earth. Td rather be behind or on a horse than 
anything eise." 

"Don't you care for society?" 

"I hate it. One winter was enough for me. Wild 
horses wouldn't drag me into a ballroom again. Of 
course when the house is füll of Company in summer 
I like that well enough. I play billiards with the men 
and spoon — flirt with the girls and the pretty married 
women; but I'm, just as contented when theyVe all 
cleared out." 

"Do you mean to say that you stay in the cdhntry 
by yourself all winter? What do you do? Read?" 

"N-o-o-o. I don*t care much about books. We 
have a big farm and I run it, and I skate and drive 
and ride and smoke — Oh, there's plenty to do. Oc- 
casionally I go to town and have a little fun." 

"What do you call fun if you don't like society, — 
the theatre?" 

"The theatre!" he laughed. "I never sat out a 
play in my life. Oh, I don't know you well enough 
to teil you everything yet. Sometime, Pll teil you a lot 
of funny things." 

"Perhaps you enjoy the newspapers in winter," said 
Patience, hastily. 

"Oh, I read even the advertisements. The papers 
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are all the reading any man wants. There are two or 
three good sensational stories every day." 

"I don't read those," said Patience, disgustedly. 
This idol appeared to be clay straight up to his hair. 
"I like to read the big news and Mr. Field's edi- 
torials." 

"Oh, you need educating. I read those too — not 
Field; he's too much for me. But I didn't come here 
to talk about newspapers — " 

"Won't you smoke a dgar?" 

"No, thanks. I smoked all the way down, and in 
the cab too, for that matter — " 

"Are the horses Standing out there in the cold? 
Woukln't you like to teil him to take them to the 
barn?" 

"I suppose he can look after his own horses. They're 
nothing but old hacks, anyhow." He leaned forward 
abruptly and took her band, pressing it closely. "Oh!" 
he said. "Tve been wild to see you again." 

Patience attempted to jerk her band away, acutely 
conscious of a desire to retum his clasp. She did the 
worst thing possible, but the only thing that could be 
expected: she lost her head. "I don't like you to do 
that," she exclaimed. "Let me go! What do you 
mean, anyhow?" 

"That you are the loveliest woman I ever saw. I 
have been wild about you — " He had taken her other 
band, and his face was close to hers. He had lowered 
his Hds slightly. 
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"And you think that because I am alone here you 
can say what you like?" she cried passionately. "You 
would not dare act like this with one of your mother's 
guests ! " 

"Oh, wouldn't I?" He laughed disagreeably. "But 
what is the use of being a goose — " 

Patience sprang to her feet, overtuming her chair; 
but she only succeeded in pulUng him to his feet also; 
he would not release her hands. 

"I wish you would leave the house," she said, 
stamping her foot "If you don't let me go, I'll call 
Ellen." 

"Oh, don't make a goose of yourself. And Pm not 
afraid of a servant. Pm not going to murder you — 
nor anything eise. Only, — do you drive all men wild 
like this?" 

"I don't know an)^ing about men," almost sobbed 
Patience, "and I don't want to. Will you go?" 

"No, I won't." He released her hands suddenly; 
and, as she made a spring for the door, flung his arms 
about her. She ducked her head and fought him, but 
he kissed her cheeks and brow and hair. His lips 
bumt her delicate skin, his powerful embrace seemed 
absorbing her. She was filled with fury and loathing, 
but the blood pounded in her ears, and the very air 
seemed humming. The man's magnetism was purely 
animal, but it was a tremendous force. 

"You are a brüte, a beast!" she sobbed. "Let mq 
go! Let me go!" 
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"I won't," he muttered. He too had lost his head. 
"PlI not leave you." He strove to reach her mouth. 
She managed to disengage her right arm, and clinching 
her hand hit him a smart blow in the face. He laughed, 
and caught her hand, holding it out at arm's length. 

"Ellen!" she cried. As she lifled her head to call 
he was quick to see his advantage. His mouth dosed 
suddenly on hers. 

The room swam roimd her. She ceased to struggle. 
Her feet had touched that nether world where the 
electrical forces of the universe appear to be generated, 
and its wonder — not the man — conquered her. She 
shook horribly. She feit a tumultuous impulse to spring 
upon her ideals and beat them in the face. 

Heavy footfalls sounded in the kitchen hall. 

"There is Ellen!" she gasped, wrenching herseif 
free. The man stamped his foot. He looked hideous. 

"Gk)!" Said Patience. "Gk), just as fast as you can, 
and don't you ever come here again. If you do, it 
won*t do you any good, for you'U not see me." 

And she ran upstairs and locked her door loudly. 
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XX. 

FoR some time she walked rapidly up and down, 
pressing her hands to her hot face. Chaos was in 
her. She could not think. She only feit that she wanted 
to die, and preferred the river. She poured water into 
a basin and plunged her face into it again and again. 
The water had the chill of midwinter, and sent the 
blood from her brain; but she feit no cleaner. Still, 
her brain was no longer racing like a screw out of water, 
and she sat down to think. It was her trend of mind 
to face all questions with the least possible delay, and 
she looked at herseif squarely. 

"So," she thought, "I am the daughter of Madge 
Sparhawk, after all. The horror of that night left me 
as I was made. Three years with the best woman the 
sun ever shone on only put the real me to sleep for a 
time. All my ideals were the vagaries of my imagina- 
tion, a sort of unwritten book, of the nature of those 
that geniuses write, who spend their leisure hours in 
debauchery. I am no better than Rosita. I have not 
even the excuse of love — if I had — if it had been 
Him — I might perhaps — perhaps — look upon passion 
as a natural thing. Certainly it is not disagreeable," and 
she laughed unpleasantly. "But I despised this man. 
He has not the brain of a calf nor the principle of a 
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savage, and yet it is he that made me forget every ideal 
I ever cherished. If I met Him now, I would not In- 
sult him with the gifl of m)rself. . . . 

"If Beverly Peele came in here now I verily believe 
that I should kiss him again. What — what is human 
natiu-e made of? I have the blood of refined and en- 
lightened ancestors in my veins — I know that I have 
Seen nothing of sexual sin that did not make me abhor 
it Barring my mother, I had the best of influences in 
Monterey, and I knew the difference. I have — or had 
— a natural tendenqr toward all that was refined and 
uplifdng. I was even sure I had a soul. My brain is 
better, and better fumished, than that of the average 
woman of my age. And yet, at the first touch, I 
crumble like an old corpse exposed to air. I am simply 
a body with a mental annex, and the one appears to be 
independent of the other. 

"Is the World all vile?" she cominued, resuming 
her restless walk. "This man attacked me as if he 
had no anticipation of a rebuff. And yet I am the 
friend of his sister, the adopted daughter of his mother*s 
cousin, and, he has every reason to think, of irre- 
proachable life. If the world — his mother's world — 
were not füll of such women as he imagined me to 
be — he would never have taken so much for granted. 
He acted as if he thought me a fool, and I appear 
to be remarkably green. I am certainly leaming. 
Oh — the brüte! the brüte!" And she flung herseif 
on the bed and burst into violent weeping, which lasted 
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until she was so exhausted that she feil asleep without 
disrobing. 



XXI. 

The next moming her head ached violently. She 
Started for the woods, but tumed back. They held her 
lost Ideals. She sat all day by the window, looking at 
the Hudson, listless, and mentally nauseated. 

During the aftemoon a special messenger brought a 
note of abject apology from Beverly Peele. She bumt 
it half read and told the man there was no answer. 
There is only one thing a woman scoms more than a 
man's insult, and that is his apology. 

The next day he called, but was refused admission 
by the sturdy Ellen. Patience spent the day on Hog 
Heights. On the foUowing day he called again, with the 
same result. The next day Hai came. 

"What is the row between you and Bev?" she ex- 
claimed, before she had seated herseif. "He says youVe 
taken a dislike to him, and is in the most beastly tem- 
per about it. I never saw him so cut up. He's sent 
me here to patch it up and give you this letter. Do 
teil me what is the matter?" 

"Well, PH teil you," said Patience, grimly. "The 
idea of his sending his sister to patch it up ! " And she 
gave an account of Mr. Peele's Performance, womanlike 
omitting her own momentary forbearance. 

14* 
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Hai listened with an amused smile. "So Bev made 
a bad break," she remarked when Patience had con- 
duded. "I'm not surprised, for he's pretty hot-headed, 
and head over ears in love. You mustn't take life so 
tragically. Pve had several weird experiences myself, 
although Pm not the kind that men lose their head 
about as a nile; only given the hour and the occasion, 
some men will lose their head about any woman. Per- 
haps I should have said New York men. They are a 
rare and lovely species. They admire God because he 
made himself of their gender and knew what he was 
about when he invented woman. I was out on a sleigh- 
ing party one moonlight night last winter, and on the 
back seat with a man Pd never seen out of a ballroom 
before. The way that man's legs and arms flew round 
that sleigh made my hair curl. You see, a lot of us 
are fast, but then plenty of us are not. The trouble is 
that the men can't discriminate, as we look pretty much 
alike on the outside. They're not a very dever lot — 
our Society men — and they don't leam much until 
they've been taught. Then when they are forced to 
believe in your virtue they feel rather sorry for you, and 
later on are apt to propose — if you have any money. 
Bev would propose to you if you were living in a tent 
and clad in a gunny-sack. He would have preferred 
things the other way — it*s so much less trouble — but as 
he can't, he won't stop at any such trifling nuisance as 
matrimony. Oh, men are a lovely lot! Still, the world 
would be a pretty stupid place without them. You'll 
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learn to manage Üiem in time, and then they'll only 
amuse you. They are not really so bad at heart — 
they've been badly educated. I know four married 
women of the type we call *friskies,' whom my mother 
would shudder at the thought of excluding from her 
visiting list, and whom I'd bet my new Paquin trunk, 
several men I know have had affairs with. So what 
can you expect of a man?" 

"Is the World rotten?" asked Patience, in disgust. 

"It's just about half and half. I know as many 
good women as bad. Half the women in society are 
good wives and devoted mothers. The other half, girls 
and married women, old and young, are no better than 
your Rosita. Sometimes their motives are no higher. 
Usually, though, it's craving for excitement. I don't 
blame those much myself. The most fascinating woman 
I know is larky. She as much as told me so. Some 
of the confessions I've had from married women would 
make you gasp. Well — let's quit the subject. Promise 
me you'U forgive Bev." 

"I shall not. I hate him. I shall never look at 
him again if I can help it." 

"Oh, dear, dear, you are young! And I do so want 
you for a sister. May is such a fool, and I do hate 
Honora." 

"You wouldn't have me loathe myself for the sake 
of being your sister, I suppose?" 

"Of course I wouldn't have you marry Bev if you 
couldn't like him; but I believe you really do, only 
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things haven't tumed out as you planned in that inno- 
cent little skull of yours. Bev is a good fellow, as men 
go. You'U get used to him and his kind in the course 
of time, and then you'U enjoy life in a calm, practical 
way/' 

"Is there no other way?*' asked Patience, bitterly. 

"Not in my experience. And if you stay here in 
your woods you'U get tired of your ideals after awhile. 
You can't live on ideals — the human Constitution isn't 
made that way. If it was there'd be no such thing as 
Society. We'd live in caves and bay the moon. So 
you'd better come into the world, Patience dear, and 
accept it as it is, and drain it for all it's worth." 

"Oh, hush! You are too good to talk like that." 

"Good? — what is good? I am the result of my 
surroundings — a little better Ihan some, a little worse 
than others. So was Cousin Harriet. So is La Rosita, 
I'm not c3aiicaL I merely see life — my section of it — 
exactly as it is. If you become a newspaper woman 
you'll probably receive a succession of shocks. As 
nearly as I can make out they're about like us — 
half and half. I became quite chummy with a news- 
paper woman, once, crossing the Atlantic. She was 
awfuUy pretty, and, as nearly as one woman can judge 
of another, perfecüy proper. She related some wild 
and weird experiences she had had with men. Yours 
would probably be wilder and weirder, as you appear 
to be possessed of an unholy fascination; and in a year 
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or two you'll be a beauty. All you want is a little more 
figure and style — or rather clothes.*' 

"Well, if rm to have wild and weird experiences I 
prefer to have them with men of brains, not with a lot 
of empty-headed society men." 

"Don't generalise too freely, my dear. There are 
newspaper men and newspaper men, — according to this 
girl IVe just told you of. Some are brainy, some are 
merely bright; some are gentlemen, most are common 
beyond words. And, as she said — afler you've worked 
with man in his shirt - sleeves, you don't have many 
illusions about the animal left." 

"I have not one, and I lost them in an hour. Your 
brother is supposed to be a gentleman with a long array 
of ancestors, and he acted like a wild Indian." 

"My dear, he merely lost his head. That was a 
compliment to you, and you should not be too hard on 
a man in those circumstances. He won*t do it again, 
I*m sure of that. He has some control. I warned him 
before he came not to pun, and he says he didn't, not 
once. Now, teil me öne thing — Don*t you like him just 
a Httle?" 

"No," Said Patience; but she flushed to her hair, 
and Hai, with her uncanny wisdom, said no more. 
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xxn. 

The next day Patience went to the woods for the 
first time since Beverly Peele's onslaught A natural 
reaction had lifled her spirits out of the slough, and 
she tumed to nature, as ever. She could never be the 
same again, she thought with a sigh; and once more 
she must readjust herseif. She wondered if any girl 
had ever done so much readjusting in an equal number 
of years. 

The woods were no longer a scene of enchantment. 
The ice had melted. The trees were grey and naked 
again. The ground was slush, and nasty to walk upon. 

"But the spring must come in time," she thought; 
"and then perhaps 111 feel new too — but not the 
same, for like the spring I shall have other seasons be- 
hind me. 

"But — perhaps — who knows? — I may be the better 
for knowing myself. I was in a fooPs paradise before. 
Perhaps I was in danger of becoming an egoist, and 
imagining myself made of finer fibre Ihan other women. 
Great writers show that the same brüte is in all of us, 
and I can believe it. Some work it off in religion, but 
the majority don't. There seems to be some tremendous 
magnetic force in the Universe that makes the human 
race nine-tenths Love — for want of a better name. 
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Circumstances and ancestors determine the direction of 
it. It seems too bad that Civilisation has not done 
more for us than to give us the anal)rtical mind which 
understands and rebels, and no more, at the inheritance 
of the savage. But now that I know myself, perhaps I 
can go forward more surely on the path to the higher 
altitudes of life. I should like to be as good as auntie, 
and worldly-wise beside. 

"I suppose my horrid experience with this man will 
make me more exacting with all men. I think I could 
not blunder into matrimony, as some women do. I feel 
as if I never wanted to see another man, but that 
impression will pass — all impressions appear to pass. 
I may even want to meet Him after a time, and perhaps 
he will forgive. Shouldn't be surprised if he'd want a 
good deal of forgiveness himself. Meanwhile I can work, 
and learn all I can of what life means, anyway. VW go 
to Mr. Field— " 

The soft ground echoed no footfalls, but Patience 
siiddenly became aware that someone was approaching 
her. She tumed, and saw Beverly Peele. 



BOOK IIT. 



BOOK III. 



i. 



"I DO hope you'll make a hit, Patience," said Hai, 
regarding her critically. "The public, even the little 
public of a garden party, is a thing you can't bet on, 
but you certainly are stunning. If ever papa loses his 
fortune, in the curious American way, I shall follow the 
ever seductive example of the English aristocracy and 
go in for dressmaking. That frock is a triumph of art, 
if I do say it myself." 

Patience revolved slowly before the Psyche mirror 
which stood between two open Windows in one comer 
of HaPs pretty terra-cotta bedroom. She too was pleased 
with the airy concoction of violet and white. On a chair 
lay a picture hat, another bird of the same feather. 
Hai placed it on Patience's head, a little back, and the 
violet velvet of the interior made a very effective frame 
for the soft, ashen hair and white skin. 

"You certainly carry yourself well," continued Hai, 
"and before long you will acquire an air. Always keep 
in mind that that is the most important thing in life — 
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OUT life — to acquire. But you look like a Uly, a purple 
and white forest lily." 

"I haven't the faintest idea what to talk to fashion- 
able pec^le about" 

"Don't be too dever — don't frighten the men and 
antagonise the women. You see, you're not known at 
all, so people won't begin by being afraid of you — as 
they would if they knew all that went on in that pretty 
skull of yours. Just be Mrs. Beverly Peele. Nobody 
would ever suspect Bev of marrying a clever woman. 
You can't do the artless and infantile, like May: your 
face is too strong; but you can be unsophisticated, and 
that always goes." 

"Pm not unsophisticated!" 

"Oh, don't look like that. All the light seems to 
go out of your skin. I mean give everybody the im- 
pression that you have everything to leam, and that 
each, individually, can teach it all. It's awfully fetch- 
ing. That is what has made May's success. Of course 
you wouldn't be another May, if you could; but you 
want to begin at the beginning — don't you know? You 
must let Society feel that it gives you everything, teils 
you everything. Then it will love you. But if it sus- 
pects that you are alien — the least little bit — then there 
will be the devil to pay. Of course a few of the best 
sort would like you, but Pm set on your making a hit." 

"Pm afraid PH never take," said Patience, with a 
sigh, "but I am wild to see Vanity Fair, all the same. 
It must be great fun — all that brilliancy and life. But 
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somehow I don't feel in tune with the people I have 
met, so far." 

"Oh, that's natural. You are not acclimatised yet, 
so to speak. Society is a distinctly foreign country to 
those that have not been brought up in it Just sit 
down on the edge of that chair and rest while I take a 
look at myself." 

"White is certainly my day colour," she continued, 
revolving in her tum before the mirror. "It is won- 
derful how it clears the skin, especially with a touch of 
blue near the face. Pink would make me as yellow as 
October, and green would suggest thirty-five. Your 
grey matter will be spared the wear and tear of The 
Study of Colour, but if 1 hadn't reduced it to a fine 
art, I'd have had to turn literary or something when 
May came out." 

"You look just like a fairy! I never saw an3^hing 
so dainty." 

"Oh, of course; Pm so little and light that I have 
to work the fairy racket for all it's worth. It's a heavenly 
day, isn*t it? The country's got its best spring clothes 
on, sure enough." 

The girls leaned out of each of the Windows in tum, 
scrutinising the grounds. In front and on both sides 
of the house the land rolled away in great irregulär 
waves. Woods were in the sudden hollows, on the lofty 
knolls; between, shelving expanses of green, bare but 
for an occasional oak or elm. Beside the drive-way 
was a long narrow avenue of elms, down which two 
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might pace Shoulder to Shoulder, and no more. In a 
deep hoUow on the right was the orchard, a riet of pink 
and white. The immediate grounds were small and 
trim, and fragrant with the flowers of dvilisation; out 
on the hills beyond the wild-flowers and tall grass, the 
locust and hawthorn, had their way. Behind all flowed 
the Hudson under the green Palisades, its surface gay 
with sail and steamboat. 

A dancing booth had been erected on one of the 
lawns, and the musicians were already assembling under 
the Silken curtains. 

"It looks very well," said Hai, "and you couldn't 
have a more perfect day for your d^btä, Not that I 
care much for garden parties; the fresh air makes me 
sleepy, and there's no concentration, as it were — as 
there is in a ball-room, don't you know? But mamma 
decreed that the world should make your acquaintance 
out of doors, and that is the end of it. I wonder if 
you'll manage to induce Bev to go to town for the 
winter." 

"I hope so! It will be horribly dull to stay here 
all winter, with all of you away." 

"That's an edifying sentiment for a bride of three 
months. However, I agree with you. I'd go mad shut 
up in a country house in winter with the most fascinat- 
ing man that ever breathed. And the dickens of it is, 
mamma always takes his part, whether he's wrong or 
right. She'U preach wifely duty to you until you'd live 
on a desert island to get rid of her." 
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"Fve heard her," said Patience, gloomily. 

"I wondered if that was what she was at in the 
library yesterday. When mamma has her chin well up 
and her lower lip well out I can teil at long ränge that 
she's embracing the cause of virtue. But she tackled 
you rather early in the game, considering you haven't 
made any notable break as yet." 

"I wouldn't go driving with Beverly yesterday, — 
the sun makes my head ache, — and I'd also begged 
him to take me to the theatre to see Rosita, and he 
wouldn't." 

"Oh, you'U never get Bev to the theatre. Weil 
go by ourselves to a maiinü, However, it*s better than 
being a newspaper woman on several doUars a week — 
come now, own up?" 

"I enjoyed Florida and New Orleans and Canada 
immensely." 

"That was a tremendous concession for Bev to make 
— he detests travelling. He certainly is in love; but I 
imagine he expects you to live on that same concession 
for some time to come — thinks it's your turn to do the 
self-sacrificing act. Such is man. Anyhow, I*m glad 
it's all tumed out so comfortably, and that you are here, 
and that all is settled — " 

"I want to ask you something. I couldn't get it 
out of Beverly. Did your mother make a very violent 
objection to his marrying me? Of course I am a social 
nobody, and she must have made great plans for her 
only son. She didn't say anything when she came to 
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call; but, you see, she didn't call until three days before 
the wedding, and Beverly's and your excuses were not 
very good." 

"Oh, of course she raised Cain," said Miss Peele, 
easily; "that was to be expected. But papa put his 
foot down and said he was glad to have Beverly marry 
a clever woman: it might be the making of him. And 
/just fought! Of course Pd told papa that you were 
as high bred as any woman in America, and that you'd 
look a swell in less than no time. That weighed heavy 
with him, for, in his opinion, God may have made him- 
self first, but he made the Peeles next, and no mistake. 
And Bev! He went into the most awful tantrums you 
ever saw. I think that was what brought mamma round 
— she was afraid he'd burst a blood-vessel. When she 
wrote and asked Miss Beale to live with you I knew the 
day was won. And now that you are Mrs. Beverly Peele 
she'll respect you accordingly, although you'll have some 
lively tussles. But make her think you adore Bev, and 
you'U pull through. Suppose we go down now. Tra- 
la-la! I wish it were over." 
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II. 

The girls descended the twisted stair into the wide 
hall. All the doors and Windows were open, and the 
soft air blew through the great house, lifting the lace 
and Silken curtains. 

A girl, looking like a large butterfly, in her yellow 
frock, was fluttering about the hall amidst the palms 
and the huge vases of flowers. Her skin was of match- 
less tints, her large blue eyes as guileless as those of an 
infant. 

"Oh! Oh!" she cried, as Hai and Patience reached 
the first landing, "how perfectly sweet! Hai, is my 
frock all right in the back? My things never fit quite 
as well as yours do. Isn't Patience too fetching for 
words? I wish I was just white like that. How per- 
fectly funny that we should be giving a garden party for 
Bev's wife! Who would have thought it last year? 
Isn't it odd how things do happen? And hasn't 
Honora been perfectly lovely about it? I always knew 
she didn't care. I wonder if any decent men will come 
up! It's so hard — Hai, does my frock wrinkle in the 
back?" 

"Oh, no, no," drawled Hai, without looking at her. 
She glanced at the tall clock in an angle. "They'll 
be here in ten minutes, now — Oh — h — h!" 

15* 
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A portüre was pushed aside, and a girl entered the 
hall from a dark background of books and heavy cur- 
tains. She was fax above the ordinary height of woman, 
and extremely slender. Golden hair clustered about a 
long face, pale rather than white. The large azure eyes 
had the extraordinary clarity of childhood, and an 
expression of perfect purity. The nose was long, the 
mouth thin, but well curved and very red. She wore 
a clinging gown of white cripe and a large knot of 
blue wild-flowers at her belt She moved slowly for- 
ward, managing her long limbs with much dexterity, 
but could hardly be called graceful. Patience thought 
her the most beautiful woman she had ever seen, and 
murmured her admiration to Hai, who snorted in a 
gentle, ladyüke way. 

"They will be here in a moment, I suppose," said 
Honora, wearily. "I think I shall not go out. 1*11 
stay in the drawing-room and entertain the older people. 
Someone must attend to them, and I really prefer the 
house." 

"You are always so amiable," said Hai, drily, "and 
you certainly won't get freckled." 

"It is true that I don't like freckles," said Honora, 
calmly, "and I do like the older people. Even you, 
when you have a few white hairs, may become more or 
less interesting. Patience, dear, you look very lovely. 
You must let me kiss you." She bent her cool Ups to 
the brow of the bride, swaying over her. Her voice 
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could not be described by any adjective devoid of the 
letter L. It was liquid, silvery, cold, light. 

"She certainly is a stunning-looking woman," said 
Hai, as Honora passed into the drawing-room, "but 
she's a whole rattlesnake, and no mistake. Pve never 
seen her strike real hard yet; she merely spits occa- 
sionally, and always in that amiable way. You can 
imagine how subtle she is, and what a dangerous force 
such self-control is. I shall never understand how she 
failed to get Bev." 

"Perhaps, as May suggests, she didn't want him." 

"Oh, didn't she! Just wait! you'll hear from her 
yet. There's the whistle. The train'U be here in three 
minutes. Let us group ourselves gracefully under Peele 
the First." 

They went into the large white drawing-room, whose 
old-fashioned woodwork was as it had been nearly three 
hundred years ago, even to the heavy shutters over the 
small-paned Windows. The ceiling was fretted with 
floral designs, executed in papier mache, surrounding a 
bas reite/ of "our well beloved Whyte Peele," who had 
received the grant of these many acres from James the 
First All the woodwork was painted white, and carved. 
The furniture, modemj but of colonial design, was up- 
holstered in pale pink and blue. 

Beyond a side-hall was a long dining-room panelled 
to the ceiling in oak, and hung on all sides with dead 
and living Peeles. The carved oaken table was spread 
with the light unsubstantial feast of the modern time. 
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Adjoining the dining-room were two small reception- 
rooms looking upon the terrace at the back of the 
rambling old house. In the middle of this hall, under 
the carved twisted stair, was a round enclosure whose 
door opened upon a well, from whence a secret passage 
led to the river. 

Mrs. Peele swept across the hall from the dinmg-room, 
and raising her lorgnette, considered Patience. 

"You look very well," she said, coldly. "Don't get 
nervous, please; it is the one thing for which people 
have np toleration. Where is Beverly?" 

"He has gone for a drive. You know he does not 
like entertainments." Patience's nerves were muttering, 
and her mother-in-laVs admonition was not of the <iature 
of balm. 

Mrs. Peele raised her brows. "It is odd that a bride 
should have so little influence over her husband," she 
remarked; and Patience was fiow in that equable frame 
of mind which carries one through the severe ordeals 
of life. 

How she did live through that ordeal of introduction 
to some five hundred people she never knew. Fortunately, 
all but the neighbours arrived on the special train which 
had been sent for them, and there was little for her to 
do but smile and bend her head as Mrs. Peele named 
her new daughter-in-law to her guests. 

And whatever might be that exalted dame's private 
opinion of her son's choice, whatever methods she might 
employ in untrammelled domestic hours to make her 
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disapproval feit, to the world she assumed her habitual 
air of being supremely content with all that pertained to 
the house of Peele. Had Patience been the daughter 
of a belted earl she could not have been presented to 
New York with a haughtier pride, a calmer assumption 
that New York must embrace with gratitude and enthu- 
siasm this opportunity to meet the daughter-in-law of 
the Gardiner Peeles. 

Her manner gave Patience confidence after a time. 
Her own pride had already conquered diffidence; and 
tr)dng as the long ordeal was, she thrilled a little at the 
sudden realisation of half-formed ambitions. There 
was no taint of the snob in her; some echo-voice of 
other generations lifted itself out of the inherited im- 
pressions which had moulded her brain-cells, and pro- 
tested against its descendant ranking below the first of 
the land. 

Many of the guests were politely indifferent to the 
honour provided for them; the girls stared at her in a 
manner calculated to upset any dSutante's equilibrium; 
but the gracious kindness of others and the languid 
admiration of the men kept her in poise. 

The neighbours arrived shortly after the train, and 
it was an hour before the greater part of the Company 
had dispersed over the grounds, and Patience could sit 
down. Mrs. Peele remained in the drawing-room with 
some eight or ten people, and as Hai and May had both 
disappeared, Patience stayed with her mother-in-law, not 
knowing where to go. 
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She thought the girls very forbidding with their pert 
noses and keen eyes, although she admired their luminous 
skin and splendid grooming, striking even in the airy 
attire of spring. The older women looked as if they 
would patronise her did Mrs. Peele withdraw her pro- 
tecting wing, and one man, passing the window, inserted 
a monocle and regarded her deliberately. Suddenly 
Patience experienced a Sensation of profound loneliness. 
No force in life is surer of touch than the subtle play 
of spirit on spirit, and Patience read that these people 
did not like her and never would, that they recognised 
the aUen who would regard their world spectacularly, 
never acquire their comic seriousness. 

"Are you fond of golf, Mrs. Peele?" asked one girl, 
languidly. 

"I never have played golf." 

The girl raised her brows. "Really! Are you fond 
of tennis?" 

"I have never played tennis." Patience repressed 
a smile as the girl looked frankly shocked. Still the 
guest was evidently determined to be amiable. 

"I hope you don't think it frivolous?" 

"Oh, no, I should like to leam all those things very 
much." 

"Well, Miss Peele can teach you. She is awfuUy 
clever at all those things. Don't you think Miss Mairs 
looks like Mary Anderson?" 

"Mary Anderson?" 

"Yes, the actress, you know." 
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"I have never seen her." 

The girl was visibly embarrassed. Another, who 
looked as if harbouring a grin in her straight little mouth, 
came to the rescue. 

"Oh, I do think Mr. Peele is so good-looking," she 
exclaimed, with a fine show of animation. "We all 
think you are to be congratulated." 

Patience smiled at the frank rudeness of this remark, 
and Said nothing. 

"You know Amy Murray was wild about him. She's 
not here to-day, I notice. We did think it too bad 
that he wouldn't go out. Some of the girls have met 
him here, but I never have. They say he is awfully 
fascinating." 

"Oh, yes, he is fascinating," said Patience. 

"What have you been doing with yourself if you 
have never leamed to golf nor play tennis?" asked 
another girl, insolently. She was a tall girl, with a 
wooden face, a tight mouth, and an "air." 

"Oh, I read, mostly," said Patience, with an extremely 
bored air. 

The mother of the third girl tumed swiftly and 
smiled at the bride, a humorous smile in which there 
was some pity. Patience had observed her before. She 
was a tall woman with a slender figure of extreme 
elegance. Her dark, bright face was little older than 
her daughter's. Her ease of manner was so great that 
it was almost self-conscious. 

"Oh, say!" she exclaimed, "don't think we're all 
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like that. The giris don't have much time to read — 
that's txue — but after they settle down they do, really. 
Hai reads French novels — the little reprobate! — We read 
French novels too, but a lot eise besides. Oh, really! 
Outsiders — the people that only know society through 
the newspapers, don't you know? — misjudge us terribly, 
really. Some of the brightest women of the world are 
in New York society — why shouldn't they be? And if 
the girls don't study it*s their own fault; they certainly 
have every opportunity under the sun. I was made to 
study. My father was old-fashioned, and had no 
nonsense about him. I always say I was educated 
beyond my brains, but Fd rather have it that way than 
the other. Now, I assure you I read everything. I 
have a Standing order on the other side with an English 
and a French bookseller, to send me every book the 
rninute it attracts attention — " 

"Oh, you're real intellectual, you are," drawled HaPs 
mocking voice. 

The lady tumed with a Start and a little flush. 

"Oh, Hai!" she cried gaily, "how you do take the 
starch out of one." 

"YouVe got enough to stock a laundry, so you 
needn't worry. I've come to rescue my fair sister-in-law 
before you talk her to death. Come, Patience." 

Patience arose with alacrity, and followed her out of 
the house. 

"Don't you like her?" she asked. 

"Oh, immensely. She's as bright as a woman can 
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be who has so little time to think about it. She's a tall 
and majestic pillar of Society, you know, and she carries 
it — the intellect, not the pillar — round like a chip on 
her Shoulder. That makes me weary at times. Pve 
heard her talk for an hour without stopping. The only 
thing that makes me forgive her is her slang. We have 
a match occasionally." 

"Her daughter doesn't look as if she used slang." 
"Oh, she doesn't She's no earthly use whatever. 
Are you enjoying yourself?" 

"Not particularly. But it's a lovely scene." 
The lawns, and knolls, and woods were kaleido- 
scopic with fashionettes in gay attire, shifting continually. 
There were not men enough to mar the brilliant effect 
The music of birds soared above the chatter of girls, 
the sound of wood and brass. The river flashed away 
into the distance, a silver girdle about Earth's green 
gown. 

"Yes, very pret," said Hai. "But come, Pm going 
to introduce you to my latest." 

"You didn't teil me that you had a latest." 
"Fve only met him a few times — he's from Boston. 
I expect I forgot about him." 

They were Walking over the lawns toward the Tea 
House, a long low rustic building which stood on the 
edge of the slope. A hubbub of voices floated through 
the Windows, peals of laughter, affected shrieks. 

"A lot of my intimates are there," said Hai. "I've 
managed to get them together. May is doing the hostess 
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act with her accustomed grace and charm, and I*m tak- 
ing a half hour off." 

They went round to the front of the house and 
entered. It was an airy structure of polished maple. 
Little tables, each with a delicate tea-service, were 
scattered about with artistic irregularity; round the wall 
ran a divan, luxurious, but not too low for whaleboned 
forms. On this the girls were stiffly lounging. The men 
were more at their ease. All were smoking, the girls 
daintily, but firmly. 

"Hai! Hai! sweet Queen Hai!" cried one of the 
young men, rising to his feet. "Pve been keeping this 
place — directly in the middle — for you. See, it shall 
be a throne." He piled three cushions atop, and with 
exaggerated homage led her forward amidst the ejacu- 
latory applause of the others. 

"Isn't Norry too witty?" said one girl to Patience, as 
she made room for her, "and so original! Whoever eise 
would have thought of such a thing? — although Hai 
ought to be a queen, don't you think so? We just rave 
about her. Do you smoke? try my kind." 

Patience, thankful that at last she could do some- 
thing like these people, accepted the cigarette. During 
her three months' trip she had not smoked, as Beverly 
thought it shocking. 

"Mr. Wynne," cried Hai, suddenly, "come over here 
and talk to my sister-in-law. Patience, this is the young 
man from Boston, famous as the only New Englander 
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whose ancestors did not come over on the *May 
Flower.' " 

A man with a smooth serious face rose from his 
cushions and came fprward. 

"Awfully good-looking," murmured the girl who had 
proffered the cigarette, "and wonderfully smart, con- 
sidering he's not a New Yorker. It's too bad he's so 
beastly poor, for he's terribly epris with Hai." 

The young man, who had paused a moment to speak 
with Hai, inserted himself as best he could between 
Patience and her new acquaintance. 

"I am glad you are here," murmured the bride. 
"You do not look quite at home, and I am not, 
either." 

He smiled with instant sympathy. "Oh, I don't 
care very much for society, and I don't like to see 
women smoke. It's an absiurd prejudice to have in 
these progressive days, but I can't help it" 

"You mean you don't like to see Miss Peele smoke." 
Said Patience, mischievously. 

He flushed, then laughed. "Well, perhaps that is 
it. They are all charming, these girls, but there is 
something about Miss Peele that distinguishes her. Did 
you ever notice it?" 

"Oh, yes. She is herseif, and these others are 
twelve for a dozen." 

"That is it." He glanced about at the girls in their 
bright gowns, which clung to their tiny waists and hips, 
their narrow chests and modest busts, with the wrinkle- 
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less perfection that has made the modern milliner the 
god he is. Their polished skin and brilliant shallow 
eyes, their elegant sexless forms, their haughty poise 
and supercilious air, laid aside among tliemselves but 
always in reserve, their consciousness of caste, were the 
several parts of a unique and homogeneous effect, which, 
Patience confided to Mr. Wynne, must mark out the New 
York girl in whatever wilds she trod. 

"Oh, it does," he said. "The New York girl is sut 
generis, and so thoroughly artificial a product that it 
seems incredible she can exist through another genera- 
tion. I will venture to predict that the species will be 
extinct in three, and that American women of a larger 
and more human type will gradually be drawn into New 
York, and found a new race, so to speak. Why, it 
seems to me that the children of these women must 
be pigmies — imagine one of those girls being the 
mother of a man. It is well that New York is not 
America." 

Involuntarily Patience's eyes wandered to Hai. Her 
waist was as small, her figure as unwomanly as the 
oihers. 

"It is true," said Wynne, answering her thought; 
"but she is so charming that one is quite willing she should 
do nothing further for the human race." 

Patience burst into a light laugh. 

"What's the matter?" asked Wynne. 

"It suddenly Struck me — the ahnost comical differ- 
ence between these girls and the *Y's,' and the 'King's 
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Daughters/ It does not seem possible that such types 
can exist within ten miles of each other. I should ex- 
plain that I have passed the last three years in a country 
town." 

"It is odd how religion holds its own in those small 
places. It is opera, theatre, balls, Browning societies, 
eveiything to those people shut out of the manifold dis- 
tractions of cities. Religion seems to be the one ex- 
citement of the restricted life. Human nature demands 
some sort of emotional outlet — " 

"What on earth are you two talking about?" cried 
the girl on the other side. "Will you have another 
cigarette, Mrs. Beverly? — that is what we shall all call 
you, you know. Mr. Wynne, please talk to me awhile. 
Isn't this Tea House too sweet?" 

"It is more, — it is angehe," said Wynne, gravely. 

"Oh! you're guying!" Even her voice pouted. "Oh! 
please shake those ashes off my gown — quick! — thanks. 
Oh, your eyes are grey. I thought they were brown. 
Pm afraid of grey eyes, aren't you, Mrs. Beverly — Oh, 
dear! your eyes are grey too. What ever shall I do?" 
and she cast up her hands. Even her sleek hair seemed 
to quiver." 

"It is the misfortune of the American race to run to 
grey eyes," said Wynne. "Habit should have steeled 
you by this time — " 

"Oh, he made a pun! he made a pun!" cried the 
girl. 

"I did not! — I beg pardon, but I never did such 
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a thing in my life," cried Wynne, indignantly; and 
Patience feit suddenly depressed, although she too had 
found a friend in habit. 

Hai rose while the girl was lisping mock apologies. 

"Pve got to go," she said. "Isn't it hateful? But 
I must go and do my duty. Patience, you must come 
too. Why are you blocking the doorway, Mr. Wynne?" 

"I am going with you." 

"Really? Well, bye-bye;" and the three went off, 
followed by a gentle chorus of regrets. 

"Patience, my dear," said Hai, "there is a group of 
people over there looking hideously bored. You go and 
cheer them up, while I do my duty by those austere 
and venerable dames who are staring through their 
lorgnettes at the dining-room Windows — " 

"Oh, Hai, I can't! Don't send me to those people 
alone. What can I say to them?" 

"Patience, my dear, this is a world of woe. One 
day you will be chätelaine of this place and be giving 
garden-parties on your own account, so you'd better 
take the Kindergarten course, and be thankful for the 
Chance. Go on." 

Patience walked unwillingly over to a group of four 
women seated under a drooping oak. She had for- 
gotten the names of nine tenths of the guests, but she 
recognised Mrs. Laurence Gibbs, a piain rather dowdy 
littie woman with sad face and abstracted gaze. Be- 
side her on the rustic seat was a woman who gave a 
dominant impression of teeth: they fairly flashed in the 
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shadows. In a chair sat a woman of remarkably pretti- 
ness. She would have been a beauty had her features 
been larger, so regulär were they, so sweet her ex- 
pression, so soft her colouring of pink and white and 
brown, so tall and füll her figure. In another chair was 
a young woman of no beauty but much distinction. 
Her prematurely white hair was curled and tied at the 
base of her head with a black ribbon, reahsing an 
eighteenth Century effect. Her face was dark and bril- 
liant. She sat forward, her slim figure füll of suppressed 
energy. She had been talking with much animation, 
but as Patience approached she paused abruptly. The 
pretty woman burst into a merry laugh. 

"Mrs. Lafarge was just remarking what hideous bores 
garden parties are," she said audaciously. 

"Oh, you needn't mind me," said Patience, sitting 
down on the grass, as there was no other seat. "I quite 
agree with you." 

"Oh, that's awfully good of you, Mrs. Peele," said 
Mrs. Lafarge, "and awfully mean of you, Mary Gallatin. 
Of course this is one of the loveliest places on the Hud- 
son, and I love to come here; but there are not enough 
men. That's the whole trouble," 

"That always seems to be the cry with you American 
women," said she of the teeth. "You have no resources. 
You should be independent of men. They seem to be 
of you." 

"Perhaps you are driven to resources in Russia," 
said Mrs. Gallatin, sweetly, "but your Observation isfaulty. 

Patience Sparhawk. /, 16 
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We are spoiled over here, and that is the reason we 
gnimble occasionally." 

"You see we haven't a large leisure class, as you 
have," Said Mrs. Gibbs, hastily. 

• "I really think the reason men avoid garden parties 
is that they are afraid they might be betrayed into 
sentiment," broke in Mrs. Lafarge. "They do protect 
themselves so fiercely. How did you ever make Tom 
Gallatin propose, Mary dear? He had the most ideal 
bachelor apartment in New York, and entrenched him- 
self as in a fortress." 

"Oh, one or two fall by the wayside every year, you 
know, and this time Gally happened to stumble over 
me. Poor Gally, he told me yesterday that he hadn't 
Seen me to speak to for a month. The idea of the 
lower classes grumbling. I should like to know who 
works as hard as we do. How do you manage to do 
the Society and the charity, both?" she asked of Mrs. 
Gibbs. "Does Mr. Gibbs ever ste you?" 

"I never neglect my husband," said Mrs. Gibbs, 
sternly. "When I must neglect anything it is society. 
I came to-day because I longed for a glimpse of the 
country, and I have not been able to go to Woody 
Cliffs yet — the poverty is so terrible this year. I wish 
you would come with me some time and see for your- 
self— " 

"God forbid! I never could stand the smells. I 
give my pastor so much a year, and I really think that's 
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doing one's share. Of course if you like it, it's another 
thing." 

"Like it!" cried the Russian. "You speak as if it 
were her pastime. I cannot express how gratifying it 
is to me to meet a serious woman occasionally in New 
York sodety." 

"I had a lovely time in Petersbourg," murmured Mrs. 
Gallatin. "I never met an offensive Russian inside of 
the country. Poor America!" 

"I don't understand," said the foreigner, stiffly. 

"Oh, I am sure you understand English — you ex- 
press yourself so clearly. We all weep over America 
occasionally, you know. It is a sort of dumping ground 
for foreigners, — who sit at our feet, and abuse us." 

"One is at liberty to abuse insolence," said the Rus- 
sian, with suppressed wrath, "and the women of New 
York are the most insolent I have ever met." 

"Oh, not among ourselves — not really. We think it 
insolent in Outsiders to elbow their way in — " 

"Mary! Mary!" cried Mrs. Gibbs. "I hear that you 
spent some years with Miss Harriet Tremont," she con- 
tinued, addressing Patience. "She passed her entire life 
in charitable work, did she not?" 

"Oh, she did, and she enjoyed it too. Don't you?" 

Mrs. Gallatin laughed softly. 

"Enjoy it?" said Mrs. Gibbs. "I never have looked 
at it in that way. I think it my duty to aid my miser- 
able fellow beings, and I am thankful that I am able to 
aid them." 

16* 
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"Odd, the fads different people have," murmured 
Mrs. Gallatin. "Now niine is Russians. What is yours, 
Leontine?" 

"Oh, Mary, you deserve to be shaken,*' exclaimed 
Mrs. Lafarge, as the Russian sprang to her feet and 
stalked away. 

"I can't help it. She's a boor, and I wish she'd go 
back and live with a Cossack. Foreigners are all very 
well on their native heath, but as soon as they are trans- 
planted to this side and treated with common decency 
they become intolerable. They grovel at our feet, swell 
because we receive them, and sneer at us behind our 
backs." 

"I think you have a way of irritating them, my dear," 
Said Mrs. Gibbs. "You are a very naughty girl. Won*t 
you sit up here by me, Mrs. Peele? I am afraid the 
ground is damp. I shall ask you some time to ex- 
plain to me Miss Tremont's methods. I often feel sadly 
at sea." 

"Oh, dear!" said Patience, "I doubt if I know 
them. I just followed her blindly. I may as well 
confess it — I didn't take a very great interest in the 
work." 

"Oh, how lovely?" cried Mrs. Gallatin. 

"I am sorry that I have made a mistake," said Mrs. 
Gibbs, stiffly. 

"Oh, well — you know — there is such a thing as get- 
ting too much of anything — " 

"Is there?" Mrs. Gibbs rose, and shook out her 
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skirts with an absent air. "I think I will go over and 
talk to Mrs. Peele;" and she walked away with an awk- 
ward gait, her head bent forward. She certainly did 
not have an "air." 

"Dear! dear!" exclaimed Mrs. Gallatin. "Just think! 
you have lost the interest of Mrs. Laurence Gibbs. She 
might have invited you to her exciting musicales or her 
cast-iron dinners." 

"Oh, don't abuse her," said Mrs. Lafarge. "She 
is a harmless little soul, and does what she thinks is 
right." 

"She is happier too," said Patience, her thoughts in 
Mariaville. "It is odd, but they always are. I think 
it's because they Ve unconsciously cultivated the supremest 
and most inspired form of egoism, and naturally they 
get a tremendous amount of joy out of it — " 

"Hear! Hear!" cried Mrs. Gallatin. "She ana- 
lyses ! " 

"My dear, you mustn't do that out loud," said Mrs. 
Lafarge. "You'U be a terrible failure if you do." 

"That would be a pity, because you are so pretty," 
said Mrs. Gallatin, smiling. "Fve been staring at you 
whenever I've had the chance, and you don't know how 
many charming things Fve heard said of you this after- 



noon." 



"Oh, have you really?" asked Patience, warming in- 
stantly, as much to the kindly sympathy as to the agree- 
able words. 

"Indeed I have. That violet against your hair and 
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skin makes a perfect picture of you. N'est-ce pas, Leon- 
tine?" 

"It certainly does." 

"I think you are both very kind," said Patience, with 
a young Impulse to be frank* "I feel so out of it all. 
You see this is my first experience of this sort of thing, 
and some of those girls have made me feel like a bar- 
barian." 

"They'd be glad of your freshness, not only of looks 
but of mind," said Mary Gallatin. "I should think it 
would be a blessed relief to have some other sort of 
interest but just this," and she swept out her arm dis- 
dainfuUy. "That's the reason I go, go, all the time. I 
don't dare think. When you have no talent, and are 
not intellectual, and not frantic about your husband, 
what are you to do? There's no other resource, in spite 
of that Russian prig. I'd give a good deal to be be- 
ginning it all again at eighteen." 

"There is no spiee in life without violent contrasts," 
said Mrs. Lafarge. "That's the real reason why so many 
of our good young friends are larky. The trouble with 
this World is that although there is variety enough in it, 
each variety travels in a different orbit. The social 
scheme is all wrong, somehow." 

«True! True!" said Mrs. Gallatin, plaintively. «But 
I see they are about to eat. The open air always makes 
me hungry. That is variety enough for the present." 

As they crossed the lawn she laid her arm about 
Patience's waist. "Bev doesn't like sodety," she said, 
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"and Fm afraid you're not in any danger of satiety; but 
don't think out loud when you are in it. Leontine never 
does, do you, Leontine? And she is clever too. It must 
be delightful to be clever. Heigh-ho! Well, you must 
be sure to come to see me anyhow. I feel positive we 
shall be friends. Come some morning at eleven. That 
is just after I have had my tub and am back in bed 
again. I love to see my friends then. Oh, dear, we 
must scatter. There are not two seats together any- 
where. Bye-bye." 



m. 

"Thank God they're gone." Hai divested herseif of 
her tight, smart frock, got into a lawn gown, lit a cigarette, 
and extended herseif on the divan in her bedroom. 
"Well, Patience, how did you like it?" 

"I don't think I made the hit you expected." 
"N-0-0-0, you didn't exactly create a furore; but I 
don't know that anyone could do that with so much 
oxygen round: makes peoples so drowsy, don't you 
know? But you were admired awfully. And then you 
are an unconventional beauty, and that always takes 
longer. Now, May made a howling Sensation, but people 
are tired of her already. That type doesn't wear. 
My piain phiz wears much better, because there was 
never any chance of reaction with me. Oh, dear, here 
comes Bev." 
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A knock, and in response to HaPs languid invitation, 
Beverly entered. He was in evening clothes, and as 
handsome as ever; but he looked rather sulky. 

"You might have met me when I got home," he said 
to his wife. "I haven't seen you since luncheon." 

"Tragic!" exclaimed Hai. 

"I was so tired I just drifted in here and feil in a 
heap," said Patience, apologetically. "My skull feels 
empty, and aches inside and out 

"Then you don't like society?" said Mr. Peele, 
eagerly. 

"Oh, very much indeed! I think it is delightful, 
delightful! Only the first time is rather trying, you 
know, I met some charming people, and want to meet 
them again." 

Peele grunted, and lit his cigar. His eyes devoured 
his wife's fair face. Patience looked at Hai. 

"My mother says you carried yourself very well," 
remarked Mr. Peele, gracefully; "that after the first 
you were quite at your ease. That was one reason I 
went away: I was so afraid you'd break down, or some- 
thing." 

Patience flushed angrily, but made no reply. She 
had leamed that even a slight dispute would move her 
husband to a violent outbreak. 

"She looked more to the manner born than half the 
guests," Said Hai, "and if you took her out next winter 
she'd become the rage — " 

"I don't wish my wife to be the rage! And she is 
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I 
.-* 

going to stay here. If she loves me as much as I love 
her she'U be as contented with my society as I am with 
hers." 

• "As if any woman ever loved a man as much as he 
loved her," remarked Miss Peele. "I am sure Patience 
is no such idiot." 

"What?" cried Beverly. Patience rose hastily. 

"I think I'll go and brush my hair," she said, mov- 
ing to the door; but he sprang to his feet and stood in 
front of her. 

"Teil me!" he cried, his voice shaking. "Don't you 
love me as much as I love you?" 

"Oh, Beverly," she said, impatiently, "how can 
you get into such tempers about nothing? You have 
asked me if I loved you about nine thousand times 
since we were married. How am I to know how much 
you love me? Have you a plummet and line about 
you?" 

"You are dodging the question. And you have 
never asked me if I loved you — not once — " 

Patience slipped past him and ran down the hall to 
her room. Before she could close the door he was be- 
side her. He caught her in his arms and kissed her 
violently. 

"I shall always be mad about you," he said. "And 
I believe you are growing cold. You have not been 
the same lately. Sometimes I think that you shrink 
from me as you did at first. Teil me what I have done» 
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I'd seil my soul to keep you. If you are tired of me, 
ril kill myself— " 

She disengaged herseif. "Listen," she said; "Pve 
tried to explain — but you don't seem to understand — 
that I didn't want to fall in love with you — not in that 
way. That should not come first. Then when I found 
myself made of common clay, I said that I would forget 
that I had ever been Patience Sparhawk, and begin life 
again as Mrs. Beverly Peele. Novelty helped me; and 
when one is travelling, one's ego appears to be dissolved 
into the changing scene — one is simply a sensitised plate. 
But now I am beginning to feel like Patience Sparhawk 
again, and it frightens me a little." 

Beverly, to whom the larger part of these remarks 
were pure Greek, blanched to the lips. 

"Then you regret it," he stammered. 

"I didn't say that I only mean that I seem to 
spend life readjusting myself; and that now I seem to be 
all at sea again." 

"You don't love me any longer! Oh, God!" and 
he flung himself on the floor, and burying his face in a 
chair, groaned aloud. 

Patience was disgusted, but his suffering, primary as 
it was, touched her. Moreover, her broad vein of philo- 
sophy was active once more. She was by no means 
prepared to leave him — the tide was ebbing very slowly* 
She sat down on the chair, and lifted his face to her 
lap. "There," she said, "I am sorry I spoke. You 
don't seem to understand me. If you did, though, this 
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scene could never have occurred. But I love you — of 
course — and I do not regret it. So get up and bathe 
your eyes. It is after seven o'clock." 

He kissed her hands, his face glowing again. The 
words were all sufficient to him. "Then if you love me 
you will See how happy Pll make you," he exclaimed. 
"rU never leave you a minute I can help; but if you 
stop loving me I'U make life hell for you." 
"I thought you said you'd kill yourself." 
"Well, I would, but I'd get Square with you first." 
"Well, suppose you go into your own room now, and 
let me dress for dinner." 



IV. 



The Summer passed agreeably enough. Circum- 
stances prevented Beverly bestowing an undue amount 
of his Society on his wife, and until a woman is wholly 
tired of a man she retains her self-respect. Moreover, 
Patience chose to believe herseif in love with him: "it 
had been in her original estimate of herseif that she had 
been at fault." She persuaded herseif that she loved 
him as much as she could love any man, and she did 
her pathetic best to shed some glimmer of spiritual light 
into a man who might have been compounded in a 
laboratory, so little soul was in him. But despite the 
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clay which was hers, she loved it a great deal for a time 
in loving it at all, for that was her nature. 

She went to several other garden-parties, and found 
them more amusing than her own, although the young 
men that frequented them were quite uninteresting: even 
Beverly scintillated by contrast, for he, at least, had a 
temper; these more civilised youths appeared to have no 
emotions whatever. 

Peele Manor was füll of Company all summer. Pa- 
tience found the married men more entertaining than 
the younger ones, although they usually made love to 
her; but after she had outgrown her surprise and dis- 
approval of their direct and businesslike methods, it 
amused her to fence with them. They had more self- 
control than Beverly Peele, and were a trifle more skil- 
ful, but their general attitude was, as she expressed it 
to Hai: "There's no time to lose, dontcherknow! Life 
is Short, and New York's a busy place. What the deuce 
is there to wait for? Sentiment? Oh, sentiment be 
hanged! It takes too much time." 

Hai was an accomplished hostess, and allowed her 
guests little time to make love or to yawn. There were 
constant riding and driving and yachting parties, picnics 
and tennis and golf. In the evening they danced, romped, 
or had impromptu "Varieties." 

Patience was fascinated with the life, although she 
still had the sense of being an alien, and moments of 
terrible loneliness. But she was too much of a girl not 
to take a girPs delight in the dash and glitter and pic- 
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turesqueness of society. She was not populär, although 
she quickly outgrew any extemal points of difference; 
but the essential difference was feit and resented. 

On the whole there was concord between herseif and 
her mother-in-law. Mr. Peele she barely knew. His 
family saw little of him. He had not attended the wed- 
ding. When Patience had arrived at Peele Manor after 
her trip, he had kissed her formally, and remarked that 
he hoped she "would make something of Beverly." 

He was an undersized man with scant, iron-grey hair 
whose tint seemed to have invaded his complexion. His 
lips were folded on each other so closely, that Patience 
watched them curiously at table: when eating they 
merely moved apart as if regulated by a spring; their 
expression never changed. His eyes were dark and 
rather dull, his nose straight and fine, his hands small 
and very white. He was not an eloquent man at the 
bar; he owed his immense success to his mastery of the 
law, to a devilish subtlety, and to his skill at playing 
upon the weak points of human nature. No man could 
so adroitly upset an "objection," no man so terrify a 
witness. It was said of him that he played upon a jury 
with the consummate art of a great musician for his in- 
strument. He rarely lost a case. 

His voice was very soft, his manners exquisite. He 
was never known to lose his temper. His cold aristo- 
cratic face looked the sarcophagus of buried passions. 

He deeply resented his children's failure to inherit 
his brain, but in his inordinate pride of birth, forgave 
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them, for they bore the name of Peele. Hai was his 
favourite, for she, at least, was bright. 

May admired her sister-in-law "to death," as she 
phrased it, and bored her with attentions. Patience 
preferred Honora, who puzzled and repelled her, but 
assuredly could not be called superficial, although her 
Claims to intellectuality were based upon her preference 
for George Eliot and George Meredith to the lighter 
Order of fiction, and upon her knowledge of the history 
of the Catholic Church. 

One day, as Patience was crossing the lawn in front 
of the house, May called to her from the hall, beckoning 
excitedly. She and Hai and Honora were Standing by 
a table on which was a saucer half füll of what appeared 
to be dead leaves. As Patience entered, May lifted the 
saucer tb her sister-in-law's nostrils. 

"Why? What?" asked Patience, then paused. "Oh, 
— what a faint, delicious, far-away perfume," she said 
after a moment. "What is it?" 

May dropped the saucer and clapped her hands. 
Hai laughed as if much gratified. Honora's eyes wan- 
dered to the landscape with an absent and introspective 
regard. 

"What is it?" asked Patience again. 

"Why, it's dried strawberry leaves," said May. 
"Don't you know that they say in the South that you 
can't perceive their perfume unless every drop of blood 
in your veins is blue? The common people can't smell 
it at all." 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 255 

Patience blushed and moved her head disdainfully, 
but she thrilled with pleasure. 

"Won't you come up and see my room?" said 
Honora, softly. "YouVe never called on me yet, and I 
think I have a very pretty room." 

"Oh, ril be delighted," said Patience, who was half 
consciously avoiding Beverly: Peele Manor was without 
guests for a few hours. 

"Now you must teil me if you like my room as much 
as you do me," said Honora, who looked more like an 
angel than ever, in a white muH frock and blue sash. 
Her manner to Patience was evenly affectionate, with an 
undercurrent of subtle sadness and reproach. 

As she opened the door of her room, Patience ex- 
claimed with admiration. The ceiling was blue, frescoed 
with golden stars, the walls with celestial visions. A 
blue carpet strewn with lilies covered the floor, fluttering 
curtains of blue silk and white muslin, the old Windows. 
From the dome of the brass bedstead muH curtains 
hung like clouds. A faint odour of incense mixed with 
the sweet perfumes of summer. 

"Is it not beautiful?" said Honora, in a rapt voice. 
"It makes me think of heaven. Does it not you? It 
was dear Aunt Honora's last Christmas gift to me. It 
was so sweet of her, for of course I am only the poor 
Cousin." 

Patience looked at her, wondering, as she had often 
done, whether the girl were a fool, or deeper than any 
one of her limited experience. Honora rarely talked, 
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but she had reduced listening to a fine art, and was a 
favourite in Society. Whether she had nothing to say, 
or whether she had divined that her poverty would make 
eloquence unpardonable, Patience had not determined. 
One thing was patent, however: she managed her aunt, 
and her wants were never ignored. 

"Now," she Said softly, "I am going to show you 
something that I don't show to everyone — but you are 
dear Beverly's wife." She folded a screen and revealed 
an altar covered with cloth of silver, antique candle- 
sticks, and heavy silver cross. 

"My faith which sustains me in all the trials of life," 
whispered Honora, crossing herseif. "Ah, if I could 
have made dear Beverly a convert. Once he seemed 
balancing — but he slipped away. I have tried to win 
Hai and May to the true faith too; but we were always 
so much more to each other — Beverly and I, — play- 
mates from childhood. I think I know him better than 
anybody in the world." 

Patience feit an interloper, a thief and an alien, but 
out of her new schooling answered carelessly: "Oh, 
he is awfuUy fond of you, but I don't think he is in- 
clined to be religious. This room is too sanctified to 
speak above a whisper in. Come to my room and talk 
to me awhile." 

Honora opened a door by the head of her bed, and 
they passed through a large lavatory, then through 
Beverly*s room to that of the bride, a Square room 
whose Windows framed patches of Hudson and Pali- 
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sade, and daintily furnished in lilac and white. A 
photograph of Miss Tremont hung between the Win- 
dows. On one side were shelves containing John Spar- 
hawk's library. 

Beverly arose from a deep chair, where he had been 
Smoking and glowering upon the Hudson. Patience 
caught Honora firmly by the waist and pushed her into 
the most comfortable chair in the room, then with mtich 
skill engaged her in a discussion with Beverly upon the 
subject of music, the one subject besides horse which 
interested him. 



V. 

In August the girls went to Newport, and Patience 
became very tired of her mother-in-law. May returned 
engaged to a wealthy Cuban, who had been dancing 
attendance on her blondinitude for some months past, 
and Mrs. Peele became so amiable that she forgot to 
lecture her daughter-in-law or irritate her with the large 
vigilance of her polaric eyes. The girls left again for 
Lenox and Tuxedo. On the first of January the family 
moved to their town house for the winter. 

Patience was alone with her husband. 

During the first three days of this new connubial 
solitude it snowed heavily. Beverly could not ride nor 

Patience Sparhawk, /, 17 
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djive, and wandered restlessly between the stable and 
the library, where bis wife sat before the blazing logs. 

There were some two thousand volumes at Peele 
Manor. Patience had had no time to read since her 
marriage, but on the moming of the family's departure 
she made for the library, partly in self-defence, partly 
with pleasurable anticipation. She hoped that Beverly 
would succumb to the charms of the stable, where there 
were many congenial spirits and a comfortable parlour; 
but she had barely discovered Heine's prose and had 
read but ten pages of the "Reisebilder," when the door 
opened, and he came in. She merely nodded, and went 
on reading. She was barely conscious of his presence, 
for Heine is a magician, and she was already under his 
spell. 

"Well, you might shut up your book and talk to 
me," said Beverly, pettishly, flinging himself into a chair 
opposite her. "This is a nice way to treat a fellow on 
a stormy day." 

"Oh, you read too," murmured Patience. 

"No, I will not. I want to talk to you." 

Patience closed the book over her finger and looked 
at him impatiently. Then an idea occurred to her, and 
she spoke with her usual impulsiveness. 

"Look, Beverly," she said, "you and I have to spend 
many months alone together, and if we are to make a 
success of matrimony we must be companions, and to 
be companions we must have similar tastes. Now Pll 
make a bargain with you : 111 try to like horses if youll 



PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 259 

tiy to like books. On pleasant days TU ride and drive 
with you, and when it storms we*ll read together here 
in the library. I am sure you will like it after a time. 
If you find it tiresome to read to yourself 1*11 read aloud. 
I don't mind, and then we can talk it over." 

"All right," Said Beverly. "Anything you say. 
What*s that you're reading now?" 

"Heine's prose. He is wonderful — such a style and 
such sardonic wit, and such exquisite thoughts. TU 
begin all over again. Now light a cigar and make your- 
self comfortable." 

For a half hour she read aloud, and then Mr. Peele 
remarked, — 

"Hang it! The skating is spoiled for a week." 

"Oh, Beverly, you haven't been listening." 

"Well, I don't like it very much. He skips around 
so. Besides, I always did hate Germans. Give me 
America every time." 

"Well, read something American then," said Patience, 
crossly. 

"You find something and read it to me. I like to 
hear your voice, even if I can't keep my mind on it. 
Wait awhile though. I guess I'll go and see how the 
Stahle is getting on." 

He beut down to kiss his wife, but she was once 
more absorbed, and did not see him. He snatched the 
book from her with an oath and flung it across the 
room, She sprang to her feet with flashing eyes, 

17* 
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pushed him aside with no gentle hand, and ran after 
the book. 

"You sha'n't read that book!" he cried. "The idea 
of forgetting your husband for a book — a book! You 
are a lovely wife! You are a disgrace to the name! 
You would rather read than kiss your husband! I'U 
lock this room up, damned if I don't." 

"I'll go and live with Miss Beale and do Tem- 
perance work," sobbed Patience. "I won't live with 
you." 

"Oh, you won*t — what? What did I marry you for? 
My God! What did I marry you for? My life is hell, 
for Pm no fool. I know you don't love me. You mar- 
ried me for my money." 

"I wish I had," she exclaimed passionately, then 
controUed herseif. "I hope we are not going to 
squabble in the usual commonplace way. I shall not, 
at anyrate. If you lose your temper, you can have the 
quarrel all to yourself I shall not pay any attention 
to you. Now go out to the stable and cool off, 
and when you come back 111 read something eise to 
you." 

"Do you love me?" 

"Oh, yes — yes." 

And Beverly disappeared, slamming the door behind 
him. 

"I wonder if anyone on earth has such a temper," 
she thought. "And people believe that vulgarity and 
lack of control are confined to the lower classes! What 
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is the matter with dvilisation anyhow? I can only 
explain my own remarkable aberration in this way: 
youthful love is a Compound of curiosity, a surplus of 
vitality, and inherited sentimentalism. It is likely to 
arrive just after the gamut of children's diseases has run 
its course. Of course the disease is merely a com- 
placent State of the System until the germ arrives, which 
same is the first attractive and masterful man. All 
diseases run their course, however. I could not be 
more insensible to Beverly Peele*s dead ancestors out 
in the vault than I am to him. No woman is capable 
of loving at nineteen. She is nothing but an overgrown 
child, a chaos of emotions and imagination. There 
ought to be a law passed that no woman could marry 
until she was twenty-eight Then, perhaps a few of us 
would feel less like — Well, there is nothing to do but 
make the best of it, regard life as a highly seasoned 
comedy, in which one is little more than a spectator, 
after all — and at present I have Heine." 

Beverly did not retum for an hour. When he did 
she rose at once, and running her eye along the shelves, 
selected a volume of Webster's Speeches. 

"You like politics," she said; "and all of us should 
read the great works of our great men. I'll read the 
famous Seventh of March Speech." 

And she did, Beverly listening with considerable 
attention. When she had finished he remarked en- 
thusiastically, — 

"Do you know what that speech has made me make 
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up my mind to do? rm going tx) run for the Senate, 
and make Speeches like that myself." 

Patience merely stared at him. She wondered if he 
were really something more than a fool; if there was a 
sort of post-graduate course. 

"What makes you look at me like that? Don't you 
think I can?" 

"Well — " She hardly knew what to say. 

"Well! Is that the way you encourage a fellow? 
You are a nice wife. Here my father has been at me 
all my life to do something, and just as soon as I make 
up my mind, my wife laughs at me." 

"I didn't laugh at you.*' 

"Well, it's all the same. If I never do anything, it'll 
be your fault." 

"Go to the Senate just as fast as ever you can get 
there. And you might as well spend the rest of the 
day studying Webster; but suppose you read to your- 
self for awhile: my throat is tired." 

"I don't like to read to myself." 

"Well, anyhow, I hear Lawson Coming. Luncheon 
is ready." 

The table in the dining-room had been divested of 
its leaves, and the young couple sat only a few feet 
apart. The room had once been a banqueting-hall. 
It was very large and dark. The white light filtered 
meagrely through the small panes. The wind moaned 
through the naked elms. 
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"The country is awfully dull in winter/' remarked 
Patience. "I wish we were in town." 

"That's a beautiful speech to make to a husband. 
I don't mind so long as you are here." 

"Of course I am deeply flattered," and she smiled 
upon him. There seemed nothing eise to do. 

"Dänin it!" cried Beverly, "this steak is as thin 
as a plate and burnt to a cinder. Patience, I do wish 
you*d give some of your attention to housekeeping and 
less to books. It is your place to see that things are 
properly cooked, now that Honora is gone." 

"Oh, dear. I don't know anything about cooking, or 
housekeeping, either." 

"Well, then, Pd be much obliged if you*d learn as 
quickly as possible. Take this steak out," he said to 
the maid, "and bring some cold beef or ham. Damn 
it! I might have known that when Honora went away 
I'd have nothing fit to eat, with this new cook." 

But Patience refused to continue the conversation, 
and when the ham and beef came he ate of them with 
such relish that his good-nature retumed as speedily as 
it had departed. 

During the afternoon the scene of the moming was 
repeated with variations, and the same might be said of 
the two following days. Then came an interval of 
sleighing and skating. Then rain tumed the snow to 
slush, and once again Beverly exhibited the characteristics 
of a caged tiger. 

"I shall have nervous prostration before the winter 
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is over," thought Patience, who was still determined to 
take the Situation humorously, still refused to face her 
former seif. "I do wish the family would come back, 
mother-in-law and all." 

Occasionally, despite Beverly's indignant protests, she 
went to town for the day, and shopped or paid calls 
with Hai. On one occasion they went to see Rosita. 
That "beautiful young prima-donna of ever increasing 
popularity" wore black ganze over gold-coloured tights, 
and acted and sang and danced and allured with con- 
summate art. The opera-house was two-thirds crowded 
with men, although there was the usual matinü con- 
tingent of girls and young married women. 

"Well," thought Patience, "she's way ahead of me, 
for she's made a success of herseif, at least, and is not 
bothered with scruples and regrets." 

The winter dragged along as slowly as if time had 
lamed the old man, then fallen asleep. The relations 
between Patience and Beverly became very strained. 
His frequent tempers were altemated by sulks. He 
was genuinely unhappy, for limited as he was, mentally 
and spiritually, he was very human; and in his primitive 
way he loved his wife. 

Patience's resolution to go through life as a cynical 
humourist, deaf and blind to the great wants of her 
nature, died hard, but it died at last. Monotony ac- 
centuated fact, and the time came when pretence failed 
her, and she visibly shrank from his lightest caress. 
The tide of horror and loathing had risen slowly, but 
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definitely. He threatened to kill her, to commit suicide, 
tö get a divorce; but his threats did not disturb her. 
He was too weak to kill himself , too proud to make 
himself ridiculous in the divorce courts, and too much 
in love to put her beyond his reach. What sustained 
her was the hope that his passion would die a natural 
death, and that they would then go their diverse ways 
as other married people did, — that had come to seem 
to her the most blessed meaning of the holy State of 
matrimony. Then she could enjoy her books, and he 
would permit her to spend the winters in New York, or 
in travel. 

Beverly's affections, höwever, showed no sign of dis- 
solution. 



VI. 

One afternoon in March, Patience, glancing out of 
the library window, saw Hai Coming up the lawn from 
the path that led down the slope to the Station. She 
suppressed a war-whoop with which she and Rosita had 
been used to awake the echoes of the Californian hills, 
opened the window, and vaulted out 

"Well," cried Miss Peele, as Patience ran toward her, 
"you do look glad to see me, sure enough. Bev can't 
be very exciting, for you don't look as if it were me 
particularly — ^just somebody. Oh, matrimony ! matrimony ! 
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I envy the women that have solved the problem in some 
other way — the journalists and artists, and authors and 
actresses, and even the suffragists, God rest them. 
Hello, there's Bev. He looks as if he were about to 
cry. What have you been doing to him?" 

"I left him writing an order for some new kind of 
horse-feed," said Patience, indifferently. Her husband 
stood at the window, staring gloomily at the beaming 
faces. When the girls entered the room he had gone. 

"He looks as if he had just been let out of the dark 
room. Do you beat him? What do you suppose my 
mother will say?" 

"Oh, I suppose he's bored too. You see it's nearly 
three months now. I tried to make him read, but after 
the third day he went to sleep." 

Hai drew a low chair to the fire, close to the one 
Patience occupied. She laughed merrily. 

"Fancy your trying to make Bev intellectual ! That 
would be a good subject for a one-act farce. Well, 
Pve come up here to teil you something, and to talk it 
over. I, too, am contemplating matrimony." 

"Oh, don't!" cried Patience. 

"I believe that is usually the advice of married 
people, but the world goes on marrying itself just the 
same. But my problem is much more complicated than 
the average, for there are two men in the question." 

"Two? You don't mean to say you don't know 
your own mind?" 

"That is exactly the fact in the case. You remem- 
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ber Reginald Wynne? Well, Patience, I do like that 
man. I never liked any man one tenth as much. I 
might say he's the only serious man I've ever met, the 
only one, to put it in another way, that I ever could 
take seriously as a man. He has brains — he's a 
lawyer, you know, and they say very fine things of him 
— and he is so kind, and strong, When I am with 
him I don't feel frivolous and worldly and one of a 
dozen. If I have any better nature and any apology 
for a brain, they are on top then. He is the last sort 
of man I ever thought Fd fall in love with, but it takes 
US some years to become acquainted with ourselves, 
doesn't it? I do respect him so, and it is such a novel 
Sensation. He even makes me read. Fancy! And 
I've even promised him that I won't read any more 
French novels, excepting those he selects, nor smoke 
cigarettes. So, you see, I am in love. 

"But, Patience," she continued with tragic emphasis, 
"he hasn't a red — and I know Pd be miserable, poor. 
When papa saw which way the wind was blowing, he 
took me into the library and told me that although he 
made fifty thousand doUars a year, we spent nearly all 
of it, and that he should not have much to leave be- 
sides his life insurance — one hundred thousand — which 
of course would go to mamma. It is a matter of honour 
never to seil this place, and the revenue from the farm 
— which is to go to Beverly — would keep it up in a 
small way. The town house is to be May 's and mine; 
but what will that amount to? May and I have always 
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pretty well understood that if we w.ant to keep on having 
the things that habit has made a necessity to us, we 
must marry rieh men! Oh, dear! Oh, dear!" 

"Well, the other man?" 

"He has appeared on the scene lately. He is not 
the usual alternative by any means, for he is very at- 
tractive in his way. He has the manners of the man 
of the World, a fin de siede brain, and the devil in his 
eye. He is rather good-looking and tremendously good 
form. And, my dear, he has three cold millions. Think 
what I should be with three millions! Fancy me in 
Boston on three or four hundred dollars a month. Oh, 
Patience, what shall I do?" And Hai, the most unde- 
monstrative of women, laid her head on Patience's knee 
and sobbed bitterly. 

"I had to come to see you, Patience," she continued 
after a moment. "I have no one eise; I could never 
have Said a word of this to mamma or May. And I 
like you better than anyone in the world except Reginald 
Wynne. And you seem to understand things. Do teil 
me what to do." 

"Do this: Be true to your ideals. If love means, 
and has always meant more to you than anything eise 
in the world, marry Reginald Wynne. If money and 
power and luxury are the very essentials of happiness 
to you, marry the other man. No temporary aberra- 
tion can permanently divert one*s paramount want from 
its natural course. As soon as the novelty has gone, 
the ego Swings back to its old point of view as surely 
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as water does that has been temporarily dammed. 
There is only one thing that persists, and that is the 
ideal, — that habit of mind which is bred of heredity 
and environment, even where care or consciousness is 
lacking. It is as relentless and pitiless as the law of 
cause and effect I believe it would outlive a very 
leprosy of the souL And it makes no difference whether 
that ideal be great or small, high or low, its hold is 
predsely the same, for it is individuality itself. Rosita 
is happy because she has realised her ideal. Miss Tre- 
mont was happy because she lived up to hers. Miss 
Beale was supremely satisfied with herseif when she let 
a man die whom she might have saved by smirching 
her ideals. The religionists are happy generally, not 
through communion with the presiding deity, as they 
imagine, but because they have arbitrarily created a 
sort of Spiritual Blackstone whom they delight to obey. 
The author is happy when he toils, even without hope 
of reward. Martyrs have known ecstasy — But one 
could go on for a week. Don't marry Wynne if you 
feel that you would be unhappy in poverty after the 
first few months; and if you feel that great wealth 
without love would be misery, don't marry the 
other." 

"Oh, I could like Latimer Burr well enough," said 
Hai, staring gloomily at the fire; "and after a time I 
suppose I'd forget. You see, I have been in love so 
Short a time that the wrench would be a good deal less 
violent than the wrench from luxury — I'd soon get over 
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it, I expect. But I do like him — I riever thought I could 
feel like this." 

Patience fondled the sleek head, but she was not in 
a mood to feel in sympathy with love. The only thing 
that to her seemed of paramount importance was to fix 
a clear eye on the future. 

"You see," she said, "the present is ever with us, 
and the past recedes farther and farther. If the rieh 
man can give you what you most want, time will make 
you forget the very Sensation of love. If you marry 
Wynne and the love goes, you will have equal diffi- 
culty to recall it, and nothing to compensate in the 
present." 

"I'm not afraid that it would go; but I know that I 
should be thoroughly miserable poor, and make him 
miserable too. I do love it all so — all that money means 
— why, one can't even be well groomed without money. 
It has gone to make up nine-tenths of my composition; 
the other tenth is only a bit of miserable wax. But I 
love this new feeling, and I never believed that anything 
could be so sweet. Oh, dear; 111 have to dry up. 
Here comes Bev." 

"Remember this," said Patience, "and let it con- 
sole you: however you feel or are torn, you'U do one 
thing only, — foUow along the line of least resis- 
tance." 

Beverly entered and kissed his sister affectionately. 
Her back was to the light, and he did not notice her 
swollen eyes. 
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"Well, you are looking hilärious," she remarked in 
her usual flippant tones. "Has Tammany gone lame, 
or Mrs. Langtry refused to take her five bars?" 

"My wife doesn't love mel" Beverly had brooded 
upon his wrongs for two months. Hal's words were as 
a match to a mine. 

"Oh!" exclaimed Patience, springing to her feet, 
"don't let US have a scene for Hal's benefit. Do cul- 
tivate a little good taste, if good sense is too far beyond 
you." 

Her words were not soothing, and Beverly exploded 
in one of his most violent passions. He tore up and 
down the room, banging his fist altemately on the table, 
the mantel, and the books, and once he hit the panel 
of a door so heavy a blow that it sprang. Patience sat 
down and turned her back. Hai endeavoured to stop 
him; but he had found a listener, and would discharge 
his mind of its accumulated virus. He told the tale 
of the winter in spasmodic gusts, hung and fringed with 
oaths. Finally he flung himself out of the room, shout- 
ing all the way across the hall. 

For a moment there was an intense and meaning 
silence between the two women; then Hai stood up and 
laid her palms to her head. 

"Patience!" she said, "Patience! this is awful. What 
have I done? Oh, does it really mean anything? I have 
Seen Bev go into tempers all my life — but — Teil me, 
please — does this really mean anything — " 

"Whether it does or does not it need not worry you 
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beyond waming you against mistakes on your own ac- 
count. I married with my eyes open, and I can take 
care of myself. Don't marry your rieh man unless you 
like him well enough to pretend to like him a good deal 
more. If you do, you'll end by loathing him and your- 
self — and what is more, hell know it" 

"Oh, no, I don't think I am as intense as you are — 
but what do you suppose makes Beverly such a wild 
animal? We are none of us like that, and never have 
been, as far as I know, although some of the old boys 
were pretty gay, not to say lawless. But for two or 
three generations we seem to have been a fairly well- 
conducted lot Beverly is almost a freak." 

Patience crossed the room, and lifting down a volume 
of Darwin's "Descent of Man" read from the chapter 
on Civilised Nations: — 

" *"With maDkind some of the worst dispositions which oc- 
casionally, without any assignable cause, make their appearance in 
families, may perhaps be reversions to a savage State from which 
we are not removed by very many generations.' " 
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VII. 

Two weeks later Patience received a letter from Hai 
which induced no surprise. 

The die is cast [it read], Reginald "Wynne has gone back to 
Boston, and I am going to marry Latimer Burr. On the first of 
April we sail for Europe — mamma and May and I — to get our 
things. 

Don't imagine that I am doing the novel-heroine act, and 
sprinkling my pillow o* nights. I did feel terribly, and I'll never 
love any other man; but the thing is done, and done for the best, 
and that is the end of it. What you said about foUowing along 
the Une of least resistance is as sure as love and fate and a good 
many other things; for what Latimer Burr can give me I want 
more than what Reginald Wynne can give me, and it drew me 
Hke a magnet. And the other thing you said is equally true, — 
that the only joy in life is to pursue your ideals to the bitter end. 
Mine are not lofty, but they are me^ and that is all there is to it. 
I shaU not weep it out, because I've no beauty to lose, and weep- 
ing does no earthly good, anyway. If it would give Wynne Burr's 
fortune I'd drown New York. 

We*ll be back on the first of June. We're only going over to 
Order things. I wish you joy of Honora. It's too bad Bev is so 
much in love with you, or you might switch him ofF onto her. 
Oh, Patience, dear, you don*t know how much IVe thought about 
you. It hurts me hard to think that you are unhappy. I feel as 
guilty as a murderer, but really I thought you'ld get along. So 
many women had been in love with Bev, I thought you would be, 
too. I don*t think it had ever occurred to me that women some- 
times had a soul. If I had known as much then as I do now I'd 
have done all I could to keep you apart, for Beverly Peele certainly 
has not the attenuated ghost of a soul. 

But Patience, dear, do stand it out. Don't, don*t get a divorce. 

Patience S^arhawk, /. lo 



274 PATIENCE SPARHAWK AND HER TIMES. 

Remember that all over the world women are as mberable as you 
are, and as I might be if I would let myself go. Now, at least, 
you have compensations; and when I am married I'll do every- 
thing I can to make life gay and pleasant for you; but don't makc 
a horrid vulgär newspaper scandäl and leave yourself witbout re- 
sources. This world is a pretty good place after all when you are 
on top, but it must be hell undemeath. 

Lovingly 

Hal. 



vm. 

The day Mrs. Peele and her daughters sailed for 
France Mr. Peele and his niece retumed to the Manor. 
Honora kissed Patience on either cheek. 

"Oh, I am so glad to come back to my lovely room, 
and to see you, Patience dear," she said wearily. "We 
have had such a gay winter, and I am so tired. Dear 
me, how fresh and sweet you look in that white frock. 
I just long to get into thih things." 

When Mr. Peele came up in the evening he narrowed 
his lids as he kissed Patience, and regarded her critically. 
"Well, how does Beverly wear in a three months' tete-ä- 
tete?^* he asked. "Gad! I shouldn't care to try it." 

"Oh," she Said flushing, "we didn't talk much. He 
had the farm and the horses to attend to, you know, 
and I had the library. Oh, I am so glad you have that 
library." 

He laughed aloud, with the harsh notes of a voice 
unused to such music. 
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"I See you have had a Paul and Virginia time, as 
Hai would say. I'm sorry you've put your foot in it, 
for even you can't make anything of him; but make the 
best of it Don't leave him — Hai has told me some- 
thing, you see. It was best that she should. There 
must be no scandal. If he makes too great a nuisance 
of himself come to me; and if he cuts off your allowance 
at any time just let me know, and I'U see that you have 
all the money you want. He doesn't own the farm. I 
like you. You're a clever woman. If you'd been my 
daughter I'd have been proud of you." 

And whether he really found pleasure in his daughter- 
in-law's sodety, or whether he merely thought it politic 
to lighten her bürden, from that time until the return 
of the family he devoted his evenings to her. He was 
deeply read, and Patience, afler years of mental lone- 
liness, was grateful for his companionship, although per- 
sonally he antagonised her. He was a mentality with- 
out heart or soul, and she knew that he would sacrifice 
her as readily as he accepted her if it better suited his 
purpose. 

She clung to Honora during the day and read aloud 
to her in the Tea House, while that devoted young 
Catholic embroidered for the village church or sewed 
for the poor of her beloved priest. Father O'Donovan, 
a young man with a healthy serious face and a dear 
eye, frequently joined them. Every morning the girls 
rode or sailed. Beverly frequently made one of the 
party, and Patience and Honora exerdsed all thdr 

i8* 
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tact to keep him in good-humour. In the evening he 
played duets with his cousin. Her touch was as light 
and hoUow as an avalanche of idcles from the roof, 
he pounded the piano as if it were a prize-fighter's 
ehest. 

One evening Patience did not go downstairs until a 
few moments before dinner was announced. As she 
entered the library she saw that a stranger stood at the 
window with Mr. Peele. The priest was present, and 
she shook hands with him before going over to greet 
the stranger and her father-in-law. While she was agree- 
ing with him that Honora in her white robe and blue 
sash looked exactly like an angel, the man at the window 
turned, and she recognised Mr. Field. She ran forward 
and held out her hand. 

"Oh! Oh!" she cried. "Fm so glad to see you 
again. Pve wanted and wanted to." 

He took her hand, smiling, but regarded her with 
the keen gaze she so well remembered. 

"Bless my soul," he said, "but you have changed. 
It is not too much to say that you have improved. 
Even the freckles have gone, I see. I thought I was 
to make a newspaper woman of you. I feit rather cross 
when you married. But this life certainly agrees with 
you. You look quite the grande dame — quite — ah! 
Good evening, sir," as Beverly entered and was pre- 
sented. Mr. Field darted a glance from one to the 
other, his mouth twitching sardonically. 

He sat at Patience's right during dinner, and they 
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talked constantly. Beverly was sulky, and said nothing. 
Mr. Peele rarely talked at table, even to Patience. 
Honora and the priest conversed in a solemn under- 
tone. It is doubtful if two courses had been served 
before the terrible old man understood the Situation. 

"There's tragedy brewing here," he thought, grimly. 
"That fellow has the temper of a fiend in the skull of 
a fool, and this girl is not the Compound I take her to 
be if she lives a lie very long for the sake of Champagne 
and truffles. I'd give a good deal to foresee the out- 
come. Unless Fm all wrong there'll be a two column 
Story on the first page of the *Day' some fine morn- 
ing. Well, she'll have its support, right or wrong. 
She's a brick, and he's the sort of fellow a man always 
wants to kick. — What is that?" he asked of the priest, 
who had begun a story that suddenly appealed to Mr. 
Field's editorial instinct. 

"A physician over at Mount Vernon, who Stands 
very high in his profession, has been accused of poison- 
ing his wife. She died in great agony, and her mother 
insisted upon a post-mortem. Her stomach was füll of 
strychnine. He maintains that she threatened to com- 
mit suidde repeatedly, and that he is innocent; but 
opinion is against him, and people seem to think that 
the Jury will convict him. I knew both, and I feel 
positive of his innocence." 

"Undoubtedly he is innocent," said Mr. Field. 
"No physician of ordinary clevemess would bungle 
like that. Strychnine! absurd! Why, there are poi- 
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sons known to all physicians and chemists which abso- 
lutely defy analysis. I don't doubt that more than one 
doctor has put his wife out of the way, and the world 
none the wiser." 

"Is that true?" said Patience, eagerly, leaning for- 
ward. Her curious mind leapt at any new fact. "What 
are they like?" 

"That I can't say. That is a little secret known to 
the fratemity only, although I don't doubt they give 
their friends the benefit of their knowledge occasionally. 
Indubitably a large proportion of murderers are never 
discovered — unless they discover themselves, like the 
guilty pair in <Th6rtee Raquin.' " 

"Oh, they belonged to the cruder order of civili- 
sation," said Patience, lightly. "I am sure that if I 
committed a murder, I should not be bothered by con- 
science if I had feit myself justified in committing it. 
It seems to me that if the development of the intellect 
means anything it means the casting out of inherited 
prejudices. Of course I don't believe in murder," 
she continued, carried away as ever by the pleasure 
of abstract reasoning, "but if a man of the world and 
of brains, after due deliberation, makes away with a 
person who is fatal to his happiness or his career, then 
I think he must have sufficient development of mental 
muscle to scorn remorse. The highest intelligences are 
anarchistic." 

"Undoubtedly there are those that have reached 
that point of civilisation," said Mr. Field, "but for my 
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part, I have not. Although I keep abreast of this 
extraordinary generation, my roots are planted pretty 
far down in the old one. But assuredly if I did feel 
the disposition to murder, and succumbed, I'd cover 
up my txacks." 

"Do these poisons give pain? Are they mineral or 
vegetable?" 

As Mr. Field was about to answer, a peculiar expres- 
sion crossed bis face, and Patience, foUowing bis eyes, 
looked at Beverly. Her husband was staring at her 
with bis heavy brows together, the comers of his mouth 
drawn down in an ugly sneer. To her horror and dis- 
gust she feit the blood fly to her hair. At the same 
time she became conscious that Mr. Peele, the priest, 
and Honora were exchanging glances of surprise. 
Beverly gave an abrupt, unpleasant laugh, and pushing 
his chair violently back, left the room. Patience glanced 
appealingly about, then dropped her glance to her 
plate. She feit as if the floor were dissolving beneath 
her feet 



IX. 

A Week later, after a pleasant morning in the Tea 
House with Honora and Father O'Donovan, she left 
it to go to the library. As she turned the corner of the 
house she saw Beverly Standing close to one of the 
Windows. 
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"What are you doing there?" she asked in surprise. 

His brows were lowered and his skin looked black, 
as it always did when his angry passions were risen. 

"Pve been watching you and that priest," he said 
savagely, following her as she retreated hastily out of 
earshot of the people in the Tea House. "I saw you 
exchanging glances with him! Now I know why you 
want to know so much about poisons — " 

"Are you insane?" she cried. "What on earth are 
you talking about?" 

"No, Vm not insane — by God! You're in love with 
that priest, and I know it But Pm on the watch — " 

"Oh, — you — you — " stammered Patience. She 
could not speak. Her face was crimson with anger and 
disgust. In her husband's eyes she was an image of 
guilt. He burst into a sneering laugh. 

"You think Pm a fool, I suppose, because I don't 
know anything about books. But a woman said once 
that I had the instincts of the devil, and I've no idea 
of— " 

Patience found her tongue. "You poor fool," she 
said. "It was ridiculous of me to pay any attention 
whatever to you; but I am not used to being insulted, 
even by you. And remember that I am not used to any 
display of imagination in you. As for love — " the scorn 
with which she uttered the word made even him wince 
— "do not worry. You have made me loathe the thing. 
I could not fall in love with a god. Don't have the 
least fear that I shall be unfaithful to you. I couldn't!" 
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She walked away, leaving Beverly trembling and 
speechless. When she reached her room she locked 
the doors and sobbed wildly. 

"Oh, what shall I do? What shall I do?" she 
thought. "I can't stand it any longer. I believe I 
really would kill him if I stayed. I feel as if my nature 
were in ruins. I hate myself! I loathe myself! Pll 
leave this very day!" 

But she had said the same thing many times. Why 
does a woman hesitate long before she leaves the man 
who has made life shocking to her? Indolence, ab- 
horrence of scandal, shame to confess that she has 
made a failure of her life, above all, lack of private 
fortune and the uncertainty of self-support For what- 
ever the so-called advanced woman may preach, woman 
has in her the instinct of dependence on man, trans- 
mitted through the ages, and a sexual horror of the 
arena. Patience let the days slip by, hoping, as women 
will, that the problem would solve itself, that Beverly 
Peele would die, or become indifferent, or that she 
would drift naturally into some other sphere. 



X. 



Mrs. Peele and the girls returned with the June 
roses; the house was filled with guests at once. The 
Cuban had gone to his islands for the summer, and May 
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chose to wear the willow and occasionaUy to weep upon 
Patience's unsympathetic Shoulder; but as frequently 
she consoled herseif with the transient flirtation. Hai, 
apparently, was her old gay seif. She did not mention 
Wynne's name, and Patience was equally reticent. 

"I should be the last to remind any woman of what 
she wished to forget," she thought. "And love — what 
does it amount to anyhow? If He came I believe I 
should hate him, because once I feit something like 
passion for him too." 

She had looked forward with some curiosity to meet- 
ing Latimer Burr. He also had been in Paris. He 
followed his lady home on the next steamer, and im- 
mediately upon his return came to Peele Manor. 
Patience did not meet him until dinner. She sat beside 
him, and at once became acutely aware that he was a 
man of Superlative physical magnetism. She proscribed 
him accordingly — magnetism was a repellent force at 
this stage of her development. She was rather surprised 
that she could feel it again, so completely had Beverly's 
evaporated. 

Burr was a tall heavily built man about forty years 
old. He carried himself and wore his clothes as only 
a New York man can. His face was florid and well 
modelled, his mouth and half-closed eyes sensual. But 
his voice and manners were charming. He appeared 
to be deeply in love with Hai, and his voice became a 
caress when he spoke to her. Patience did not like 
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his type, but she forgave him individually because he 
was fond of Hai and appeared to possess brains. 

She feil into conversation with him, and his manner 
would have led her to believe that while she spoke 
neither Hai nor any other woman existed. To this 
Patience gave little attention: she had met that manner 
before; it was pleasant, and she missed it when lacking; 
but she had practised it too oflen herseif to feel 
more than its passing fascination. His eyes, however, 
were more insistently eloquent than his manner, and 
their eloquence was of the order that induced dis- 
composure. 

Patience at times looked very lovely, and she was at 
her best to-night. Her white skin was almost trans- 
parent, and the wine had touched her cheeks with pink. 
The sadness of her spirit had softened her eyes. Her 
gown of peacock blue gauze fitted her round elastic 
figure very firmly, and her bare throat and neck and 
arms were statuesque. She had by no means the young 
married woman look, but she had some time since ac- 
quired an "air," much to Hal's satisfaction. To all 
appearances she was a girl, but her figure was womanly. 
Although about five feet six, and built on a more gener- 
ous plan than the average New York woman, she walked 
with all their spring and lightness of foot. Her round 
waist looked smaller than it was; she never laced. 
Lately she had discovered that she "had an arm," as 
Hai would have phrased it, and the discovery had given 
her such satisfaction that she had forgotten her troubles 
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for the hour, and sent for a dressmaker to take the 
sleeves out of her evening gowns. 

Mr. Butt also discovered it, and murmured his ap- 
proval as caressingly as were he addressing his pro- 
spective bride. 

"The milk-white woman!" he ejaculated softly. 
"The milk-white woman!" 

"Can't you get any farther?" asked Patience. "If 
you were a poet now, that would make a good first line 
for a rhapsody — to Hai, for instance." 

He laughed indulgently. "How awfully bright you 
are. I am afraid of you." But he did not look in the 
least afraid. "You are to be my sister, you know. We 
must become friends at once." 

"And flattery is the quiekest and surest way of 
establishing the fratemal relation? Well, you are quite 
right; but just look at my hair for a change, will you?" 
(She feit as if her skin must be covered with red spots.) 
"Or my profile. They are also good points." 

"They are exquisite. 1 have rarely seen a woman 
so beautiful." 

"Dear! Dear! How relieved you must be to feel 
that you can keep your hand in without straying too far 
from Peele Manor. And there is also Honora." 

"I don't admire Miss Mairs. She is too tall, and 
her nose is too long." 

"Poor dear Honora! But how well you understand 
women! What tact! I like you so much better than 
I did before." 
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He laughed again in his indulgent way. "You 
mustn't guy me. It is your fault if I pay you too many 
compliments. You are a very fascinating woman." 

"You are wonderfuUy entertaining. What must you 
be when you are in love! What do you and Hai talk 
about?" 

"Isn't Hai a dear little girl? I do love her. I never 
loved a woman so much in my life — never proposed 
before. She is so bright. She keeps me amused all the 
time. I always said I'd never marry a woman that 
didn't amuse me, and I've kept my word. It isn't so 
much what she says, don't you know, as the way she 
says it. Dear little girl!" 

On this subject they could agree, and Patience kept 
him to it as long as possible. 

After dinner Burr went with Mr. Peele into the library. 
Patience, passing through the room, found them talking 
earnestly upon the great question of the day, — the 
financial future of the country. She paused a moment, 
then sat down. To her surprise she found that Burr 
was master of his subject, and possessed of a gift of 
words which feil little short of eloquence. 

The argument lasted an hour, during which Patience 
sat with her elbows on the table, her chin on her folded 
hands, her eager eyes glancing from one to the other. 
Occasionally she smiled responsively as Burr made some 
felicitous phrase. When the discussion was over, Mr. 
Peele left the room. Burr arose at once and seated 
himself beside her. 
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"I never talked so well," he said. "You inspired 
me;" and he took her hand in the matter-of-fact man- 
ner she knew so well. 

"You talked quite as well before you saw me — " 

"I knew you were there — " 

"Kindly let me have my hand. I have only 
two— " 

"Nonsense! Let me hold your hand. I want to! 
I am going to — Why are you — " 

"Haven't you HaPs hand?" 

"Oh, my God! You don't expect me to go through 
life holding one woman's hand? Hai is the most fas- 
cinating woman in the world, and I love her — but I 
want you to let me love you, too." 

"It is quite immaterial to me whether you love me 
or not; and, I think, if you want piain English, that you 
are a scoundrel." 

"Oh, come, come. You — you — must know more of 
the world than to talk like that. Why am I a scoun- 
drel?" He looked much amused. 

"You are engaged to one woman and are making 
love to another." 

"Well, what of that so long as she doesn't know it? 
I shall be the most uxorious and indulgent of husbands 
— but faithful — that is not to be expected." 

"You must have great confidence in me. Suppose I 
describe this scene and conversation to Hai?" 

"You will not, — not out of regard for me, but be- 
cause you love Hai — dear little girl! And you are one 
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of the few women devoid of the cat instincts. That 
long-legged girl, now, has a whole tiger inside of her, 
but you have only the faults of the big woman. I hope 
you have their weaknesses." 

"Well, you shall never know if I have. Please let 
go my hand." 

He flung it from him. "Oh, well," he said, haughtily, 
"I hoped we should be friends, but if you will have it 
otherwise, so be it;" and he stalked out, and devoted 
himself to Hai for the rest of the evening. 
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